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Je PsaLM I. Common Metre. [XJ 
The way and end of the righteous and the wi: hed. 
I LES? isthe man who fhuns the place } 
; Where finners love to meet ; : 
-\ « Who fears to tread their wicked ways, ~ 
* And hates the {coffer’s feat : 
2 But in the ftatutes of the Lord 
_~ Has plac’d his chief delight ; 
By day he reads or hears the word,” 
: vand meditates by night. 4 i ; 
3 [He, like a plant of generotis kindy at ie 
By Behe waters fet, ie ; 
Safe from the ftorms and plating wind, 
_- Enjoys a peaceful ftate. J 2 : 
4 Green as the leaf, and ever ir Bs Ss" 
shall his profetlion thine ;- ey Ext, 
While fruits of Ba Pa are 
_ Like clufters.on the vine. ree 
5 Mgt, fo the impious and. unjuft; ie ae sah ai “a ae 
‘hat vain defigns they form! _ 
; ae hopes are blown, away, lke at 
7 chal be ore the (term. ma / 
t asin judgment thal not fland 


yalt the fons of grace, eee 
hrift the fud ge at his gst ‘ 
ts his faints a place. “oe 
s eye b eholds the path they, fread 
$ “iN approves it well; hy. arene A 
rouked ways of finners ‘Yead baTen ay ake the 
ihe gales of hell, - eatin ae Soke 
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PsauLm 1. Short Metre. [X] 
The faint happy, the jinner miferable. 
1 HE man is ever bleft 
Who fhuns\the finners’ ways, 
_ Amongft their councils never ftands, 
Nor takes the fcorner’s place : 


2 But makes the law of God 
His ftudy and delight, 
Amidft the labours of the day 
And watches of the night. 


3. He, like a tree, fhall thrive, 
With waters near the root : 
Freth as the leaf his name fhall live ; 
His works are heavenly fruit. 
4 -Not fo th’ ungodly race, 
They no fuch bleffings find : 
Their hopes thall flee hke empty chaff 
Before the driving wind. 
5 How will they bear to ftand 
Before that judgment feat, 
Where all the fainis at Chrift’s right hand 
In full aflembly meet? 
6 He knows and he approves im 
‘The way the righteous go ; 
But finners and their works fhall meet =. 
A dreadful overthrow. ae 


Psatm I. Long Metre. [XK] 
The difference between the righteous and the wicked. 
I HEY the man, whofe cautious feet — : 
Shun the broad way which sapere, 


Who hates the place where athei 
And fears to talk as {coffers do, 


.2 He loves t’ employ his morning ligh 
Amongft the ftatutes of the Lord ; _ 
And fpends the wakeful hours of | 
With pleafure, pond’ring o'er his 

3. He, like a plant, by gentle ftreams, 
Shall flourifh in immortal green; 
And heav'n will shine with kindeft beams — 
On ev’ry work his hands begin. 


PSALM 2. 15 


4 But finners find their counfels croft: 
As chatt before the tempeft flies ; 
So thall their hopes be blown and loft, 
When the laft trumpet thakes the fkies. 


In vain the rebel feeks to ftand 

In judgment with the pious race ; 

The dreadful Judge, with ftern command, 
Divides him to a diff’rent place. 


6 Straight is the way my faints have trod ; 
**J blefs’dthe path, and drew it plain ; 
«* But you would choofe the crooked road, 
«« And down it leads to endlefs pain.” 


Psat II. Short Metre. [J 
Tranflated according to the divine pattern, 
A&s iv. 24, Ge. 
Chrift dying, rifing, interceding, and reigning. 
I ay) Gers ER and fov’reign Lord 
Of heaven, and earth, and feas, 
Thy providence confirms thy word, — 
And anf{wers thy decrees. 
2 Thethings fo long foretold 
By David, are fulfill’d, : 
When Jews and Gentiles join to flay 
Jefus, thine holy child.] 
3 Why did the Gentiles rage, 
And Jews with one accord, 
Bend all their counfels to deftroy 
Th’ Anointed of the Lord? 
4 Rulers and kings agree 
To forma vain defign ; 
Againft the Lord their pow’rs unite, 
Againft his Chrift they join. 
5 The Lord derides their rage, 
And will fupport his throne: 
He who hath rais’d him from the dead 
Hath own’d him for his Son. 
PAUSE. 
6 Now he’s afcended high, 
And afks to rule the earth; 
_ The merit of his blodd he pleads, 
And pleads his heav’nly* birth. 
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4 He afks, and God beftows | Ren 
A large inheritance 5 
Far as the world’s remoteft cits 
His kingdom (hall advance. 2 4 
‘8 The hations that rebel * She: ‘ 
Mutt feel his iron-rod ; ws. 
He’il vindicate tiiofe ‘honours well ’ 
Which he receiv’d from God. 
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[Be wife, ye rulers, now, Cie HRS 
And worthip at his throne; te 
With trembling joy, ye people, bow — i Rh th 
To God’s exalted Son. é es * 
ro If once his miei arife, Y < ‘ 
Ye perish on the place ; 
Then bletfed is t ie Foul that flies 


For refuge to his grace, aes 


"Beater Th, Coming sa tt 
EWVBY, Nea the nations join shies: 
The Lord's anointed Son ?_ 
Why. did they caft his laws away, ily ee - 
And tréad his gofpel down? aes 
2 The Lord, who fits above the a 
Derides their rage below, 
“ He {peaks with int in his ey 
And ftrikes their pirits thr 
3 “I call him my eterna 
** And raife him fro 
., I make my holy hill his 
- And wide his kingdom fp 
<4, © Atk me. my Sons and 1 €1 
_ & The utinoft Heathen t 
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Psaum Il. Long Metre. {b} 
Chrift’s death, regerrection and afenjion. 
NAR did the Jews praclaim their rage ? 
The Romans, why their fwords employ ? 
Againft the Lord their pow’rs engage, 
His dear Anointed to deitroy. 
‘¢ Come, Jet us break his bands,” they fay, 
“¢’Fhisman fhall never give us‘laws ee) 
And thus they caft his yoke away, 
And nail’d the Monde to the crofs., 
But God, who high in glory reigns, “ 
Laughs at their pride, their rage controls, ., 
He’ll vex their hearts with inward pains, 
And {peak in thunder to their fouls. 
_«* | will maintain the King I made, 
‘¢ On Zion's everlafting hill ; 
“«My hand fhall bring hima from the, dead, 
« And he fhall ftand your Sov’reign ftiil.” 
f His wondrous. rifing from the earth 
Makes his eternal Godhead known ; ; 
The Lord declares his heav’nly birth, 
*¢ This day have I begot my Son. 
‘s Afcend, my Son, tomy right hand, 
« There thou thalt afk, and 1 beftow 
« The utmoft bounds of Heathen land, 
‘ To thee the Northern iiles fhall bow.” ] - 
But nations, that refift his grace, i 
Shall fall beneath his iroa ftroke ; 
Gis rod hall. crufh his foes with eafe, 
As potter’s earthen work is broke. 
AUSE. 
Now ye who fit on earthly thrones,” 
Be wife, and ferve the Lord the Lamb ; 
Now athis feet fubmit your crowns, h 
Rejoice and tremble at hisname, 
With humble love addrefs the Son, 
zen he grow angry, and ye die so) otf 
is wrath will buyn to worlds unknown, 
If ye provoke his jealouly. _ ah e 


so Hisforms hall drive you quick to hell | ey 


‘He is a God, and ye but dutt ; $43 
~ Happy the fouls that know him well, 


| And Bakssts grace their only truf. 
5 : 
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Psat III. Common Metre, [b] 
Doubts and fears fuppreffd ; or, God our defence 
Sromfin and Satan, 


ey Y God, how many are my fears ! 


How faft my foes increafe } 
Confpiring my &ternal death, 
They break my prefent peace. 

2 The lying tempter would perfuade 
There’s no relief in heav’n ; 
And all my fwelling fins appear 

Too big to be forgiv’n. 


3 But thou, my glory and my ftrength, 
Shalt on the tempter tread ; 
Shalt filence all my threat’ning guilt, 
And raife my drooping head. 
4 [I cry’d, and from his holy hill 
He bow’d a lifVning ear ; 
I call’d my Father and my God, 
And he fubdu’d my fear. 


5 He thed foft flumbers on mine eyes, 
In fpite of all my foes ; 
I ’woke, and wonder’d at the ‘grace 
Which guarded my repofe.]} 
6 What though the hofts of death and hel} 
All arm’d againft me ftood | 
Terrors no more fhall fhake my foul; 
My refuge is my God. 
7 Arife, O Lord, fulfil thy grace, 
While I thy glory fing : “ 
My God has A ake the ferpent’s@@eth, 
And death has loft his fting. - 
8 Salvation to the Lord belongs ; 
His arm alone can fave : ae 
Bleflings attend thy people here, 
And reach beyond the grave, 


Psaum Ill. 1—5. Long Metre. [6] © 

4 Morning Pfalm 

I O LORD, how many are my ~ 

In this weak ftate of fleth and blood } 

My peace they daily difcompofe, 
But my defence and hope is God. ee : 
2 Tir'd with the burdens of the days 

To thee L rais'd anew’ningtry: = 
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Thou heard’{t when I began to pray, 
And thine almighty help was nigh. 
3 Supported by thine heav’nly aid, 
I laid me down and flept fecure : 
Not death fhould make my heart afraid, 
Though I fhould wake and rife no more. 
4 But God fuftain’d me all the night ; 
Salvation doth to God belong : 
He rais’d my head to fee the light, , 
And makes his praife my morning fong. 


——— 


Psatm IV. 1,2,3,5,6,7- Long Metre. [b) 
Hearing of Prayer; or, God our portion, and Ghrift out 
hope x 
i GOD of grace and right’oufnefs, 
Hear and attend when I complain: 
Thou hat enlarg’d me in diftrefs, | 
Bow down a graciotis ear again. 
Ye fons of men, in vain ye try 
To turn my glory into fhame : 
How long will feoffers love to lie, 
And dare reproach my Saviour’s name ? 
Know that the Lord divides his faints 
From all the tribes of men befide ; 
He hearsthe cry of penitents | 
For the dear fake of Chrift who dy’d. 
4. When our obed’ent hands have done 
A thoufand works of riyht’oufnefs, 
We put our truft in God alone, 
And glory in his pard’ning grace. 
Let the unthinking many fay, 
Who will beftow. fome earthly good ? 
But, Lord, thy light and love we pray 3. 
Our fouls defire this heav’nly food. 
6 Then fhall my cheerful pow’rs rejoice 
_ At grace and favour fo divine; | 
Nor will I change my happy choice 


For all their corn and all their wine. y 


Psaxtm IV. 3,4,5,3.. Common Metre. [¥ 
4n Evening Prayer, . 
1 Loe thou wilt hear me when I pray ; . 
1 am forever thine, a 


& 


Ww 


Un 


. 


Bi. ls And woulip in thy 
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I fear before thee all the day, . . 
: Nor would I dare to fin. ~ or head 
2 And while I reft my weary head, 
From cares and bus'nefs free, © 
?Tis fweet converfingon my bed 
Veith my own heart and thee.» a 
3 I pay this ev’ning facrifice; er) 
And when my work is done, ie da 
’ Great God, my faith and hope rely 
Upon thy grace alones \ 4{ 
4 Thus, with my thoughts compos’d io. peace, 
{'l) give mine eyes to fleep ; “om 
Thy handin fafety keeps my days, eee 
ia will my flumbers keep. . | + > 


Psaum V. Common Metre. Poe 
For the Lord’s-day morning: 
t “ORD, in the morning thou thalt hear 
My. voice aicending hight sy Tow: 


‘To thee will [ direct.my pray’r, 9298): 

To thee lift up mine eye. — a a 

2 Up to the hills, where Chritt is gone, ie lee 
‘Co'plead' for all hisdaints; 2 Sees 


Prefenting at his Father’s throne 
Our fongs and our complaints ~~ 
°3 Thou art a God, before ate fight vies haa 
The wicited thall not ftlands2:' ape o on. ia! 
Sinners (bal! ne’er be i ht, dice 
Nor dwell at thy right 
4 But to thy honfe willl 1 
‘To taite thy mercies! 
I will frequeof thine h 


5 bag thy spirit guides 
In ways co pero 3 

ye Make a bh: 
ane plain be 
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PSALM 6. 2 


5 Lord, crufh theferpent in the duft, 
And ali his plots deftroy ; 
Whiie thofe, who in thy mercy truft, 
. For ever thout for joy. 
8 The men, who love and fear thy name, 
shall fee their hopes fulh|ld ; 
The mighty God will compafs them - 
With favour as a fhield, é 


Psatm Vi. Common Metre. [6] 
Complaint in fickne/s ; or, d'feafes healed. 
I | aes Lord, rebuke me not, 

Withdraw the dreadful ftorm 3 

Nor let thy fury grow fo hot 

Againft a feeble wornr. ; 
2 My foul’s bow’d down with heavy cares, 
My fleth with pain opprefs’d ; 
My couch is witne{s to my tears, 
y tears forhid my rett. 
3 Sorrow and pain wear out my days; 
I wafte the night with cries, 
Counting the minutes as they pafs, 
Till the flow morning rite. 
4 Shall I be itill tormented more ? 

Mine eye’s confum’d with grief? 
How long, my God, how long before 
Thy hand affords relief? 

5 He hears when duft and afhes {peal ; 

___He pities all our groans ; 

He faves us for his mercy’s fake, 

And heals our broken bones. Soe) 
6 The virtue of his fov’reign word eB AL SY 
Reftores our fainting breath 5 ies 
But filent graves praife not the Lord, 
Nor ishe knownin death. ~ 


‘Psatm VI, Long Metre et ea 
Temptations in ficknéfs overcome. 
r Ee I can fuffer thy rebukes 
When'thou with kindnefs dott chaftife ; 
But thy fierce wrath I cannot bear ; 
O let it not againft me rife! — Ts 


a 
s 
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2 Pity my languifhing eftate, 
And eafe the forrows which I feel ; 
The wounds thine heavy hand hath made, 
O let thy gentler touches heal!) ~~ 

3 See how I pafs my weary days 
In fighs and groans ; and when ’tis night, 
My bed is water’d with my tears ; 
My grief confumes and dims my fight. 


4 Look how the pow’rs of nature mourn } 


How long, Almighty God, how long? 
When Ha thine hour of grace return? 
When fhall I make thy grace my fong ? 

§ I feel my fleth fo near the grave 
My thoughts are tempted to defpair : 
But graves can never praife the Lard} 
For all is duft and filence there. 

6 Depart, ye tempters, from my foul; 
And all defpairing thoughts, de art; 
My God, who hears my humble moan, 
Will eafe my fleth and cheer my heart. 


Psatm VII. Common Metre. [b] 
God's care of his people, and punifhment of perfecutors. 
I Y¥ truft is in my heav’nly Friend, 
My hope in thee, a God ; 
, Rife, and my helplefs life defend 
From thofe who feek my blood. 
2 With infolence and fury they M 
My foul in pieces téar, * 
As hungry lions rend the prey 
When no deliv’rer’s near. 
3 If I had e’er provok’d them firft, 
Or once abus’d my foe, 
Then !et him tread my life to duft, 
And lay mine honourJow. = 
4 If there be malice hid in me, 
I know thy piercing eyesz > 7° 
I fhould not dare appealto thee, 
Nor afk my God to rife. ie 
5 Arife, my God, liftup thy hand, 
Their pride and pow’r control 3 
Awake to judgment, and command 2 
Deliv’rance fer my foul. ae 


PSALM! 8. 43 


PAUSE. 
6 Let finners and their wicked rage 
Be humbled to the duft : 
Shall not the God of truth engage 
To vindicate the juft ? 
4 He knows the heart, he tries the reins, 
He will defend th’ upright : 
His tharpeft arrows he ordains 
Againft the fons of {pite. / 
$ For me their malice digg’d a pit, 
But there themfelves are caft. 
My. God makes all their mifchief light 
On their own heads at Jatt. ‘ 
\.g That cruel, perfecuting race 
Mutt feel his dreadful fword ; 
Awake, my foul, and praife the grace 
And juftice of the Lord. 


\ Psatm VIII. Short Metre. [*] 
God’s fovreignty and goodnefs ; and man’s domixien 
A over the creatures. . 
1 LORD, our heav’nly King, 
Thy nameis all divine ; 
Thy glories round the earth are {pread, 
And o’er the heav’ns they thine : 
2 When to thy works on high 
I raife my wond’ring eyes, 
And fee the moon completein light 
Adorn the darkfome fkies : 
3. When I furvey the ftars, ; 
And all their fhining forms, 
Lord, what is man, that worthlefs thing, 
A-kin to duft and worms !. 
4 Lord, what is worthlefs man, 
That thou thoul’dft love him fo! 
Next to thine angelsis he placid 
And lord of all below. 
5 Thine honours crown his head, 
While beafts like tlaves obey, 
And birds that cut the air with wings, 
And fifh that cleave the fea. 
6 How rich thy bounties are! 
_ And wondrous are thy ways? 


belts 


a4 PSALM 8, 


Of duft and worms thy pow’r can frame 
_A monument of praife. 
7 [Cut of the mouths of babes 
And fucklings, thou canft draw. - 
Surprifing honours to thy name ! 
And ftrike the world with awe. 
8 O Lord, our heav’nly King, 
Thy name is all divine; 
Thy glories round the earth are fpread, 
And o’er the heavens they fhine J z 


Psatm VII. Common: Metre. [x] 
Chris cond: feenfion and glorification; or, God made 


‘ man. 4 
I O LORD, our Lord, how wondrous great 
Is thine exalted name ! ; j 
The glories of thy heav’nly ftate 
Let men and babes proclaim. 
2-When I behold thy werks on high, 
The moon which rules the night, 7 - 
And ftars that well adorn the fky, 
Thofe moving worlds of light: 
’ 3 Lord, what is man or all his race, ch 
Who dwells fo far bélow, Mi, 
’ Thou thoul@ tt vilit him with grace, 
And love his nature fo! 
4 That thine eternal “on fhould bear — 
fo take a mortal forni, 
Made lower than his angels are, © 
To fave a dying worm!» = 
Yet while he liv'd on earth unknown, 
Pe And men would not adore,” 
Th’ obedient feas and filhesown = 
His Godhead and his pow’r.’ te il aie 
6 The waves lay {pread béneath his fi 
And filh, at his command,. tr 
Bring their large fhoals to er’s 1 a 
Bring tribute to his hand. 
Thefe leffer glories*of the Son 
: Shone reel the flethy cloud 
Now we behold himon his throney 
And men coufefs him God] 7 


* 


5 
is feet « 


PSALM 38. 25 


% Let him be crown’d with majetty 
Who bow’d his head to death ; 
And be his honours founded high, 
By all things that have breath. 

9 Jefus, our Lord, how wondrous great 
Is thine exaltedname; —- 
The glories ot thy heav’nly ftate 
Let the whole earth proclaim. « 


Peatm Wit. ver. t, 2. Paraphrajed. 
Firft Part. Long Metre. [>] 
The bofanna of the children; or, infants praifing God. 
1 ete PY Ruler of the tkies, 
Phro’ the wide earth thy name is fpread ; 
~ And thine eternal glories wife ; 
Over all the heav’ns thy hands have made: 

2 Yo thee the voices of the young 
A monument of honour raife 3 
And babes, with uninfiracted tongue, 
Declare the wonders of thy praife. 

3 Thy pow’r affifts their tender age 
To bring proud rebels to the ground ; 
To ftill the bold blafphemer 's rage, 

And all their policies confound. 

4 Chil?ren amidft thy temple throng 
To fee their great redeemer’s face ; 

The fon of David is their fong, 
And young hofannas fill the place. 

5 The frowning {cribesand angry priefts 
In vain their impious cavils bring ; 
Revenge (its fiient in their breatts ; 
While Tewith babes proclaim their king- 


eee ee ie can tteenneay Pict peter area 
Psaum Vili. ver 3, &c. Paraphrafed. — 
; Second Part. Long Metre. tht 
Adam ond Chrift, lords of the old and new creation. 
I \ Gisg- es what was man when madeat firft ? 
Adam the offspring of the duit! ‘ 

That thou fhould’ft fet him and his race . 

Butjuft below an angel’s place ! 
+ That thou fhould’ft raife his nature fo, 

And make himlord of all below; 

Make every beatt and bird febmity » 

And Jay the pct athis feet) 
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3 But O! what brighter glories wait 

* Vo crown the fecond Adam’s ftate} 
What honours hall thy Son adorn, 
Who condefcended to be born! 

4 See him below his angels made ! 
See him in duft among thedead, 
‘To fave a ruin’d world from fin: 
But ke fhall reign with pow?r divine f 

5 The world to come, redeem’d from all 
The mis'ries which attend the fall, 
New made, and glorious, fhall fubmit ° 
At our exalted Saviour’s feet. 


PsatM IX. Firft Part, Common Metre. [X] 
Wrath and mercy from the judgment-Jeat. 
ae W! 4 my whole heart V’Il raife my jong, 
Thy wonders I’l] proclaim ; i 
Thou fov’reign Judge of right and wrong 
Wilt put my foes to fhame. 
2 V’ll fing thy majefty and grace ; 
My God prepares his throne 
To judge the world in righteoufnefs, 
And make his vengeance knewn. 
3 Then fiall the Lord a refuge prove 
For all the poor opprefs’d ? 
» To fave the people. of his love, 
.. And give the weary reft. . a 
4 ‘ihe men, who know thy name, will truft 
In thy abundant grace; 
For thou haft ne’er forfook sthe juft, 
Who humbly fought thy face, Tastee 
Sing praifes to the righteous Lord, * 
. Who dwells on Pasiire HOL, ener are 
Who executes his threat’ning word, NS ee 
And doth his grace fulfl, 


5 


Psacm IX. ver. 12. Secord Part — 
The wifdom and equity 


“i HEN the great Judge, 
W Shall once in ues slood ; 
The humble fouls, w. o mourn in duft, 

Shall find a faithful God. aie ; ox 

2 He from the dreadful gates of death Pan 

Does his own children raife ; . st ee 


"- > 
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are yk be 
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PSALM 10. 27 


In Zion’s gates, with cheerful breath, 
They fing their Father’s praife. 
3 His toes fhall fall, with heedlefs feet, 
Into the pit they made ; . 
And {inners perith in the net 
Which their own hands had fpread. 
a Thus by thy judgments, mighty God, 
Are thy deep counfels known : 
When men of mifchief are deftroy’d, —, 
The f{nare muit be their own. 4 
; PAUSE, ; 
5 The wicked fhall fink down to hell ; 
Thy wrath devour the lands 
That dare forget thee, or rebel 
Againft thy known commands. 


6 Though faints to fore diftrefs are brought 
And wait, and long complain, 
Their cries fhall never be forgot, 


Nor fhall their hopes be vain. 


4 [Rife, great Redeemer, from thy feat, 
To judge and fave the poor; 
Let nations tremble at thy feet, 
And man prevail no more. 


3 Thy thunder ‘hall affright the proud, 
And put their hearts to pain, 
Make them confefs that thou art God, 
And they but feeble men. ] 


’ Psatm X. Common Metre [b] 
Prayers heard, and faints faved ; or, pride, atheifm, 
and opprefhon punifhed. 
For a humilfation-day. f 
I HY doth the Lord ftand off fo far ? 
And-why conceal his face, 
When great calamities appear, 
And times of deep diftrefs ? than 
2 Lord, fhall the wicked ftill deride N - 
Thy juftice and pow’r? 
Shall they advance their heads in pride, 
And flill thy faints devour ? 
3 They put thy judgments from their fight, 
And then Infalt the poor; — . 
oh boaft in their exalted height, 
That they fhall fall ne more. 


- 


ant PSALM ur. 


4 Arife, O God, lift up thine hand ; 
Attend’ our huinble ery 5 
No enemy (hall dare to ftand 
When God afcends on high. 
Pause. 


5 Why do the men of malice rage, 
And fay, with foolith pride, 
The God of heav'n will ne'er engage 
To fighi on Zion's fide ? 
6 But thou forever art our Lord; 
And pow’rful is thine hand, 
As when the Heathens felt thy fword, 
And perith’d from thy land. 
7 Thou wilt prepare our hearts to pray, 
Ane caufe thine ear to hear , 
Hearken to what thy children fay, 
And put the world in fear. 
% Proud tyrants fhail no more opprefs; 
No more defpife the jut ; 
And mighty finners fhall confefs 
They are but earth and duit. 


Psatm XI. Long’ Metre, (*} 
God lowes the righteous, and bates the wicked. 
r MY* refuge is the God of love 5 
_ Why do‘my foes infult and ery, 
Fly, like a wm’ rous, trembling dove, — 
To diftant woods or mountains: Ne 
2 Gy ihe os = be'all deftroy’ 
(That frm foundation of our 
And violence make juftice-vor 
Where thall the righteous fe 
_ 3 The Lord in heav’n has fix’d his’ 
His eyes furvey the world below; 
‘To him all mortal things are 
His eyelids fearch our {pirits throt 
4 If he atilicts his faints figefar, 
‘Lo prove their love andtry tl 
What may the bold tranfgreffors fear t 
His very foul abhors their wayss ie 


5 On impious wretcheshe fhall rain 
Fewmpeits of brimftene, fire and 
. man fey 
a 


PSALM 32. -; 29 


Such as he kindled on the plain 
Of Sodom, with his angry breath. 

-"6 The righteous Lord loves righteous fouls, 
Whoje thoughts and a&tions are fincere, 
And with a graciouseéye beholds 
The men who his own image bear- 


CRAMP S08 <7, 5 NEN tik NP SOOER LTE 
; PsauM Xil Long Metre. [0] 
The faints’ jafety and hope inevil times; or, Sins of the 
tongue complained of, WZ. elie ke f Veboad, &e: 
b ORD, if thou doft not foon appear, 
Virtue and truth will flee away ; 
A faithful man among us here % 
Will fcarcé be found, if thou delay. 
2 The whole difcourfe, when neighbours meet, 
Js fill’d with trifies loofe and vain ; 
Their lips are flat?ry and deceit, 
_And their proud language is profane- 
3 Bur lips that withdeceit abound 
Shall not maintain their triumph long: 
ne God of vengeance will confound 
he flattring and blafpheming tongue. 
4 Yet fhall our words be free, they crys 
Our tongues fhall be consral’d by none: 
Where is the Lord wiil afk us why ? 
Or fay our Lips are net our own ? 
5 The Lord, who fees the poor opprefs'd, 
| And hears th’ oppreffor’s haughty ftrain, 
Wiil rife to give his children reft, 
Nor thall they truft his word in vain. 
6 Thy word, O Lord, though often try’d, 
Void of deceit fall fill appear; 
Not filver, fev’n times purily’d 
From drofs and mixture, fhines fo clear. 
~ Thy grace fhall, in the darkeft hour, 
Defend the holy foul from harm ; 
‘Though when the vileft men have pow’r, 
On ev'ry fide will finners fwarm. 


; Psatm XII. Common Metre. (bh) 
Complaint of a general corruption of manners ; Or; the 
promife and figns of ChrifPs coming to judgie jt. 

I HE: Lord, for men of virtue fail ; 
Religion nh ground! 
2 


? 


4 
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so... PSALM 43. 
The fons of violence prevail, * 
And treacheyies abound NY 


2 Their oaths and promifes they break,’ 
Yet act the flatt*rer’s part; 


With fair ceceirfil lips they fpeak, ky 


And with a doubie heart. ? 


3 If we reprove fome hateful lie, 

How is their fury ftirr’d! - 
Are not our tins our own, the Paid . 
And wi fhili be eur Lov » 


4 Scoffers appear on ev’ry Bor . 
here avile race of men eA A ie 
Is rais'd to feats of pow’r and pride, 
And bear the fword in vain. 
PAUSE. 
5 Lord, when iniquities abound, 
And blafphemy grows bold, 
When faith is hardl y-to be. found). 
And love is waxing cold ; ; 
6 Is not thy chariot hat? nin on? 
Hait thon not giv’n the fign ? 
May we -not truftandliveupon | 
A promife fo divine ? 


7 ‘Yes, faith the Lord, now will 1 riley 
“ And make oppr elfors flee; 
“« | fhall appear to thy fer xe 
« And fet my fervants 
8 Thy word, like filver fev’n times 
Through ages fhall endure ‘i 
The men who i in thy truth © 


ade Ril. 


dark 
OW long, O Lord, 1 
ike one who feek 
_-Canft thou thy face fore 
Bs I {bl pray and be 
ll U forever be fe 

s one whom thou ra 

~ Still thal my foul thy 
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PSALM 13. he 


3 How long fhall my poor troubled breaft 
Be with thefe anxious thoughts oppreds’d? 
And Satan, my malicious foe, 

Rejoice to feeme funk fo low ? 

4 Hear, Lord, and grant me quick relief, 
Before my death concludes my grief ; 
If thou withhold’ft thy heav’nly light, 
I fleep in everlafting night. 

5 How will the pow’rs of darknefs boaft, 
If but one praying foul be loft ! 

But I Rave trufted in thy grace, 
And fhall again behold thy face. 


6 Whate’er my fears or foes fuggett, 
Thou art my hope, my joy, my reft; 
My heart {hall feel thy love, and raife 
My cheerful voice to fongs of praife. 


Psatm XIII. Common Metre. [b] 
Complaint under temptations of the devil. 
I H°®% long wilt thou conceal thy face ? 
My God, how long delay ? | 
When fhall I feel thofe heav’nly rays 
Which chafe my fears,away? 
2 How long fhall my poor lab’ring foul 
Wreftle and toil in vain? e 
Thy word can all my foes control, 
And. eafe my raging pain. 
3 Seé how the prince of darknefs tries 
Al his malicious arts; 
He {preads a mift around my eyes, 
And throws his fiery darts. 
4 Be thou my fon, be thou my shield; 
My foul in fafety keep ; 
Make hafte, before mine eyes are feal’d 
In death’s eternal fleep. 
How would the tempter boaft aloud . 
5 : : 
/lf I become his prey? ae) 
Behold the fons of hell grow proud — 
At thy fo long delay ! oe 
6 But they fhall fly at thy rebuke, 
And Satan hide his head : 
He knows the terrors of thy look 
And hears thy voice with dread. 


eee een? 
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7 Thou wilt difplay that fov’reign grace 
Where all my hopes have hung; 
‘I fhall employ my lips in praife, 
And vict’ry fthall be fung. 


plane a ee ee 
Psatm XIV. Firft Part. Common'Mewe. [b] 
By nature all men are finners 
1 F(OOLS in their hearts believe and fay, 
‘¢ That all religion’s vain ; 
** There is no God that reigns on high, 
“* Or minds th’ affairs of men.”’ 


2 From thoughts fo dreadful and-profane, 
Corru tddbaans proceeds; 
And in theirimpious hands are found \ 
Abominable deeds. 
3 The Lord, from his celeftial throne, 
Look’d down on things below, 
To find the man that fought his grace, 
Cr did his juftice know.” 
4 By nature ali are gone aftray ; ety 
Their praétice all the fame : : 
There’s none that fears his Maker’s hand, 
There’s none that loves his name. 
5 Their tongues are us’d to fpeak deceit ; 
Their flanders never ceafe ; 
How fwift to mifchiet are their feet 1 
Nor know the paths of peace. 
6 Such feeds of fin (that bitter root) 
In ev’ry heart are found ; 
Nor can they bear diviner fruit, 
Till grace refine the ground. — 


Psaum XIV. 2d Part. Common Met es 
The folly of perecamme ane : 
‘I Ax finners now fo fenfelefs grown, — 
That they the faints devour; 
And never worthip at thy throne, 


~ 


Nor fear thine awful pow’r? 
2 Great God! appear to their ; 
Reveal thy dreadful name! 

Let them no more thy wrath de 
Nor turn our hope to fhame. » 


3 Doft thou not dwell among the juft? ky 
And yet our fges deride, ai mae 


il oe, | Tf 
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That we fhould make thy name our truft : 
*» Great God! confound’ their pride. 
4 O that the joyful day were come, 
Te finifh our diftrefs | ; 
When God fhall bring his children home, 
Our fongs thal! never ceafe. 


PsatmMm XV: Common Metre. CX} 
) Ghara&ers of a faint; ora citizen of Lion ; or, the 
qualifications »f a Chrifizan, 
X Wye fhallinhabitin thy hill, 
O God of holinefs ? 
Whom will the Lordadmit to dwell 
So near his throne of grace ? 
2 The man that walks in pious ways, 
And works with righteous hands, 
That trufts his Maker’s promifes, 
And follows his commands. 
3 He {peaks the meaning of his heart, 
Yor flanders with his tongue ; 
Will fearce believe an ill repor, 
Nor do his neighbour wrong, 
| 4 The wealthy finner he contemns, 
Loves all that fear the Lord; 
And _ though to his own hurt he fwears,~ 
Still he performs his word. 
§ His hands difdaina golden bribe, 
And never gripe the poor: t 
This man fhall dwell with God on earth, 
And find his heav’n fecure. ; 


| ‘Psatm XV. Long Metre. i Xj : 
| Religion and Juftice, goodnefs and truth ; or, duties 16 
od and man; or, the qualifications ofa Chriflian. 
I HO thall afcend thy heav'n y place, 
Great God, and dwell before thy face ? 
* The man that minds religion now, 
And humbly walks with God below : 
a Whofe handsare pure, whofe heart is clean, 
Whoee lips fill f eak the thing they mean ;> 
0 fianders dwell upon his tongne; 
_ He hatesto dohis neighbour wrong. 
3 [oeaetwilt he trufi an ill report, 
, Nor vent it tohis neighbour’s hurt: 
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sinners of {tate he can defpife, 
Put faints are honour’d in his eyes.] 
4 [Furm to his word he ever ftood, 
.nd always makes his promife good ; 
Nor dares to change the thing he fwears, 
VW hatever pain cr Jofs he bears. ] 
5 (Ue never deals in bribing gold, 
Aad mourns that juftice fhould be fold : 
While others gripe and grind the poor, 
Sweet charity attends his door.] 
6 He loves his enemies. and prays , 
For thofe that curfe him to his face: — 
‘And doth toall men ftill the fame, 
That he would hope or wifh from them. 
7 Yet, when bis holieft works are done, 
His foul depends on grace alone : 
This is the man thy tace thall fee, 
And dwell forever, Lord, with thee. 


~~ Fa ee 
Psatm XVI. 1f Part. Long Metre. [6] 
Confeffion f our poverty, and faints the bef company; 
__or, goou works profit men, not God. “S 

I (PRE-ERVE me, Lord, in time of need, 

i °.For fuccour to thy throne I flee, 

But have no merits there to plead ; 

ly goodnefs cannot reach to thee, , 
2 Oft have my heart and tongue confeft, . 

How emptygjand how poor] am; 

My praife Can never make thee bleft, : 

Nbr add new glories to thy name. hi ' 
4 Yet, Lord, thy faints on earth” reap. _* 

Some profit by the good we do. ees 

Yhefe are the company Ikeepy © & 
-'Thele are the choicett friends know. 
4 Let others choofe the fons ¢ mirth, — 

To give a relifh-to their + AL er 

Y love the men of heav’nly birth, ~~ 

Whole thoughts and language are divir 


2 Ho: faft their guilt and (0 ; ‘ows rif 
Who hafte to feek fome id ol god + 
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T will not tafte their facrifice, : 
Their off’rings of forbidden blood. 
2 My God provides a richer cup, 
And nobler food to liveupon ; 
He for my life has offer’d up 
Jefus, his beft beloved fon. 
3 His loveis my perpetual featt; 
By day his counfels guide me right ; 
And, be his name forever bleft, 
Who gives me fweet advice by night. 
4 I fet him {till before mine eyes ; 
cy my right hand he ftands prepar’d 
o keep my foul from all furprife, 
And be my everlafting guard. 


Psaim XVI. 3d Part. Long Metre. [*] 
Courage in death, and hope of the refurredion. 
I WAPREY God is nigh, my faithis ftrong, 
His arm is my almighty prop : 
Be glad my heart, rejoice my tongue, 
My dying flefh fhall reftin hope. 

2 Though in the duft I lay my head, 
Yet, gracious God, thou wilt not leave 
My foul forever with the dead, 

Nor lofe thy children in the grave. 


3 My fieth fhall thy firft call obey, 
_ Shake off the duft and rife on high ; 
Then fhalt thou lead the wondrous way 
Up to thy throne above:the fky. 
4 There ftreams’of endlefs pleafurc fdw, 
And full difcov’ries of thy grace, 
Which we but tafted here below) i 
Spread heav’nly joys through all the place. 


Psatm XVI. 1-8. 1ff Part. Common Metre (*} . 
ny Fe and caunfel from God, without merit. 
I AVE me, O Lord, from ev'ry foe : 
In thee my truft [ place, 
Though all the good, that cando, ~ 
Can ne’er deferve thy grace. 
2 Yet if my God prolong my breath, 
The faints may profit By ; 
The faints, the glory of the earth, — 
The men of my delight, 
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3 Let Heathens to their idols hafte, 
And worthip wood or flone; _ 
But my delightful lot is caft 
Where the true Ged is known. _ 
4 His hand provides my conitant food; 4 
He fills my daily cup ; 
Much am f pleas’d with prefent goad, 
But more rejoice in hope, a? 
5 God is my portion and my joy ! 
’ His connfelsare my light : ! 
He gives me fweet advice by day, 
And gentle hints by night. 
6 My fo.) would all her thoughts approve 
fo his all-feeing eye : Ey 
Nor death nor hell my hopes hall move, | 
While fuch a frien tgetetats ; 


PsaLM XVI, ad Port. Common Metre. [%} 
The death and relusreion of Chrift. 
2 dhs ] SET the Lord before my face, _ 
‘*He bears my courageup; 
“My heart and tongue their joys exprefs, 
“‘ My fleth fhall reft in hope.“ a 
2 “ My fpirit, Lord thou wilt not leave, — 
** Where fouls departed are ;- 
“ Nor. quit my body to the grave, 
‘To fee corruption there. — , 
3 “ Thou wilt reveal the path of life, 
** And raife me to thy throne : 
‘Thy courts immortal pleafur 
“Thy prefence, joys unknow 
4 (Thus, in the name of Chrift 
The holy David fing, — 


And Providence fulfi 


Diewes: 
aK. 


§ Jefus, whom ev'ry faint adéres 
_ Was-cracify’d and flain ; 
Behold the tomb iis prey reft 

Behold, he livesagain! 

© When fhall my feet Mitty 
On heavigas eternal | 

There fits the son at God's ri 

And there the Father fimik 


: 
< < 


vita « 
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Psatm XVII. vern13, &c. Short Metre. [7 
Portion of faints sehel At or, hope and defpair ia 
j ath. 
i RISE, my gracious God, 
And make the wicked fiee; 
They are but thy chaftifing rod 
To drive thy faints to thee. 
) 2 Behold, the finner dies, 
His haughty words are vain: 
Here in this life his pleafure lies, 
And all beyond is pain. 
3. Then let his pride advance, 
And boatt of all his ftore ; 
The Lord is my inheritanc¢é; 
My foul can with no more. 
4. I thall behold the face 
Of my forgiving God ; 
And ftand complete in righteoufnefs, 
Wath d in my Saviour’s blood. 
5 There’s a new heav’n begun 
When I awake from death, 
« Dreft in the likenefs of thy ‘on, 
’ © - And draw immortal breath t 


Psatm XVII. Long Metre. [1]. 
The finner’s portion and the fainr’s bope; or, the beav- 
en of feparate fouls, andihe refurredion. 
t ORD, { am thine ; but thou wilt prove 
My faith, my, patienee, and my love ; 
When men of {pite againft me join, 
They are the fword, the hand is thine. . 
+ Their hope and portion lie below ; rv 
*Tis all the happinets they know ; 
*Tis all they feek : they take their fhares, 
And leave the reft among their heirs. ' 
3 What finners value, I refign; 
Lord, ’tis enough that thou art mine; 
I fhall behold thy blifSful face. 
And ftand complete in righteoufnefs. 
4 This life’s a dream, an empty how, 
But the bright world to pt I Pe | 


f 


Hath joys fubftantial and fincere ; 
When thall I wake and find ine there ? 
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5 O glorious hour! O bleft abode! 
fhall be near and like my God ; 
And fleth and fin no more control 
The facred pleafures of the foul, 


6 My fleth fhall lumber in the ground, 
Till the laft triumpet’s joyful found : 
Then burft the chains with {weet furprife 
And inmy Saviour’s image rife. % 


Psatm XVIII. sf Part. Long Metre. [X} 
Ver. 1~6, 15-18. 
Deliverance from defpair; or,.temptations overcome. 
I Bh ay will I love, O Lord, my ftrength, 
& My rock, my tower, my high defence ; 
Thy mighty arm thall be my truft, ' 
For I have found falvation thence. 
2 Death and the terrors of the grave 
Stood round me with their difmal fhade ; 
While floods of high temptations rofe, — 
And made my finking foul afraid. 
3 I faw the op’ning gates of hell, 
With. endlefs pains and forrows there 
Which none but they that feel can tell, 
While 1 was htrry’d to defpair. 
4 In my diftrefs, I call’d my God, ? 
When I could fcarce believe him mine ; 
He bow’d his ear to my complaint ; 
Then did his grace appear divine. ~ 
5 [With {peed he flew to my relief, 
As oma cherub’s wing he rode 5 _ 
Awful and bright as lightning fhone 
The face of my deliv’rer, Ged 5” 
6 Temptations fled at his rebuke, — 
The blaft of his almighty breath 5 
He fent falvation from on high, ~ 
And drew me from the deeps of 
7 Great were my fears, my foes we 
Much was their ftrength, and 0 
But Chrift, my Lord, is conqu’r 
Jn all the wars that devils we 
$ My fong fgmever thall record 
That terri@fe, that joy ful 
‘And give the glory to the 
. Due to his mercy and his poy 


al 
r 
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Psatm XVIII. 20—26. 2d Part. Long Met. {x] 
Sincerity proved and rewarded. : 
1 J: ORD, thou haft feen my foul fincere, 
Haft made thy truth and love appear ; 

Before mine eyes [ fet thy laws, ‘ 

And thou haft owned my righteous caufé. 

Since I have learned thy holy ways, 

I’ve walk’d upright before thy face : 

Or, if my feet did e’er depart, 

*Twas never with a wicked heart. 


3 What fore temptations broke my reft ! 
What wars and ftrugglings in my breaft ! 
But through thy grace that reigns within, 
I guard againft my darling fin: 

4-That fin that clofe befets me ftill, 

That works and ftrives againit my will ; 
When thall thy Spirit’s fov’reign pow’r 
Deftroy it, that it rife no more ? 

g [With an impartial hand, the Lord 
Deals out to mortals theit reward : 

The kind and faithful foul hall find 
A God as faithful and as kind. 

6 The juft and purefhall ever fay, ~ 
Thouart more pure, more juft than they : 
And men that love revenge fhall know, 
God hath an arm of vengeance too. j . 


sap nei pp a er a Re 
PsatmM XVIII. 3d Part. Long Metre. [X] 
«© Ver. 39; 3%, 32, 46, &e. 7 ae ; 
Rejoicing in God ; or, jalvaron and triumph. 
x UST are thy ways, and true thy word, 
Great rock of my fecure abode: 
ho is a God, befide the Lord ? 
Or, where’s a refuge like ottr God ? 
2 ’Tis he that girds me with his ight, 
Gives me his holy {word to wield ; 
And, while with fin and hell I fight, © 
Spreads his falvation for my fhield.  - 
3 He lives (and bleffed be my ro 
The God of my falvation lives: 
The dark defigns of hell are broke ; 
Sweet is the peace my Father gives» - 


Ao ; PSALBM«13,  / 


4 Before the fcoffers of the age 
I will exait my Father’s name; 
Nor tremble at their mighty rage, _ 
But meec reproach, and bear the thame. 
5 Lo Davidand his royal feed 


Thy grace forever fhall extend ; ie 
Thy love to faints, in Chrift their head, e. 
Knows not a limit, nor an end : by * 3 


Psaim XVIII. iff Part. Conmon Metre. [XJ 
Victory and triumph over temporai enemies. 
x \ E love thee, Lord, and we adore ; 
Now is thine arm reveald  — 
Thou art our (trength, our heay’nly tow’r, — 
Our bulwark and our fhield. se 
2 We fly to our eternal Rock, 
And find a fure’defence ; 
His holy name our lips invoke, 
And draw falvation thence. gba. 
3 When God, our leader, thines in arms, 
What mortal heart can bear _ as 
The thunder cf his loud alarms, 
The lightning of his fpear? ~~ ca 
4 ‘He rides upon the winged wind, | late 
And angels, in array, ; 7 
In millions wait, to know his mind, oe ake 4: 


i/ 


¢ 


é\nd {wift as flames obey. — 


5 He {peaks, and at his fierce rebu 
Whole armies are difmay’d ; 
His voice, his frown, his angry 
strikes all their courage de 
6 He forms our gen’rals for the” 
With all the dreadful fkill 
Cives them his awful {word to 
And makes their hearts of ft 
7 [He arms our captains to th 
Though there: his name's 
(He girded Cyrus with h ig 
. But Cyrus knew him not., 
% Oft has the Lord whole nai 
For his church 
The pow’rs, that give! 
dhall of his care 


ke cipd: 


> Py, 


vt) SPSALND ag, pees 
PsaumM XVIII. 2d Part. Common Metre. [XJ] 
The conquersr’s jong. 
i OG Othine almighty arm we owe 
The triumph’s of the cay ; 
Thy terrors, Lord, confound the foe, 
And melt their ftrength away. 
2 ’Tis by thine aid our troops prevail, 
And break united pow’rs ; : 
Or burn their boafted fleets, ot fcale 
‘The proudeft of their tow’rs. 
3 How have we chas’d them through che field, 
And trod them to the ground, 
While thy falvation was our thield ; 
But they no fhelter fourd ! 
4 In vain to idol faints they cry, 
And perifh in their blood ;, 
Where is a rock fo great, fo high, 
So powerful! as our God ? 
*5 The Rock of Ifr’sl ever lives ; 
His name be ever bleft ; 
*Tis his own arm the vidt’ry gives, 
And gives his people rett. 
6 On kings that reign as David did, 
He pours his bleilings down ; 
Secures their honours to their feed, 
And well fupports their crown. 
Dl ne NE wn 
PsaLtM XIX. 1f Part. Short Metre. [Xj 
The books of nature and feripture. ~ 
For a’Lord’s-Day morning. 
‘ ‘pea the lofty tky 
Declares its maker, God, 
And all his ftarry works on high 
Proclaim his pow’r abroad. 
z ‘Lhedarknefs and the light. 
Still keep their courfe the fame ; 
While night to day, and day to night » 
Divinely teach his name. 
3. Inev’ry diff’rent land 
‘Their gen’ral voice is known; . 
They thew the wonders of his hand, 
And orders of sd throne. 
tie ARRAS. 4 2 


> 


42 PSALM 19. 
4 Ye Chriftian lands, rejoice ! 
Here he reveals his word ; 
We are nof left to nature’s veice 
To bid us know the Lord. ist $ 
5  Hbss ftatutes and commands 
Are fet before ouneyes ; 
He puts his gofpel in our hands, 
Where our falvation lies. 
6 — His laws are juft and pure 5 
His truth without deceit : 
His promifes forever fure, 
And his rewards are great, 
7 {Not honey to the tafte 
Affords fo much delight; 
Nor gold, that has the furnace pafs’d, - 
So much allures the fight. 
8 While of thy works I fing, ; 
Thy glory to proclaim, ? 
Accept the praife, my God, my*King. r 
In my Redeemer’s name.]. 


PsALM XIX. 2d Part. Short Metre. (x) 
God's word moft aay or, fincerity and watch- 
ulnefs. 

I tree LD the morning fun 
Begins his glorious way ! 
His beams through all the nations run, 
And life and light convey. 
2 But where the gofpel comes, 
It {preads diviner fight « ane : 
It calls dead finners trom their tombs, 
And gives the blind their fight. > 
3. How perfect is thy word! cet) 
And all thy judgments juft; 
Forever fure thy promife, Lord, — : 
And ren fecurely truft, ii 
4 My gracious God, how plai 54 “ee 
Are tip directions ae 7 
O may Inever readin vain, 
But find the path to heav’n, < 
PAUSBs = 2 patie 
5 Whear thy word with love, t 
And { would fain obey; << 


” 


‘y 
bs ae 


ie” \ a 
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Send thy good Spirit from above 
To guide me, left I ftray. 
6 Owhocan ever find 
; The errors of his ways? 
Yet with a bold prefumptuous mind 
I would not dare tranfgrefss 
‘7 Warn me of every fin ; 
Forgive my fecret faults, , 
And cleanfe this guilty foul of mine, 
Whofe crimes exceed my thoughts. 
8 While with my heart and tongue 
I fpread thy praife abroad, 
Accept the wor(bip and the fong, 
y Saviour and my God. 


Psatm XIX. Long Metre. [%] 


The books of nature and of feripture compared 3 or, the 
_ glory and fuccefs of the gofpel. 
I HE heav’ns declare ip glory, Lord; 
‘ Inev’ry ftar thy om fhines: 

But, when our eyes behold thy word, 

We read thy name in fairer lines. 

The rolling fun, the changing light, 

And nights, and days, thy pow’r confefs ; 
But the bleft volume thou haft writ | 
Reveals thy juftice and thy grace. 

Sun, moon and ftars convey thy praife 
Round the whole earth, and never ftard : 
So when thy truth began its race, 

It touch’d and glanc’d on ev’ry land. 

Nor fhall thy fpreading gofpel reft 

Till through the world thy truth has run; 
Till Chrift has all the nations bleft, 

That fee the light, or feel the fun. 
5 Great Sun of Righteoufnefs, arife, 

Blefs the dark world with heav’nly light: 
Thy gofpel makés the fimple wife ; 
Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right. 
Bae nobieft wonders here we view, 

In fouls renew’d, and fins forgiv’n : - 
Lord, cleanfe my fins, my foul renew, 
And make thy word my guide to heav’a. 


» 


w 


> 


a 
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. 44 - PSALM i. — 5 
Psatm XIX. Particular Metre. [XJ 
Tie books of nature and feripture. 
1 £XREAT God, the heav’n’s well-order’d frame 
XJ Declares the glories of thy name ; 
There thy rich works of wonder fhine : 
A thoufand ftarry beauties there, t 
A thoufand radiant marks appear! 47a 
Of boundlefs pow’r and: {kill divine} 
2 From night to day, from day tonight, 
The dawning and the dying light = 5 
Lectures of heav’nly wifdom read Ri, 
With filent eloquence they raife © pty” 
Cur thoughts to our Creator’s praife, 
And neither found nor Janguage.need, 
3 Yet their divine inftru@tions run ae AS 
‘ Far as the journies of the fun, . 
And ev'ry nation knows their voice; 
The fun, like fome young bridegroom dre@, 
Breaks from the chambers of the gaibe fs 
Roils round, and.makes the earth rejoice. c 


S ’ 
4 Where’er he {prea@s his beams abroad, ey i) S: 
ae: 


4 

> 

hk ae 
> 


He {miles, and fpeaks his maker, God; 

All nature joins to fhew thy praife. att 
Thus Godin ev’ry Creature fhines; 2° , 

Fair is the book of nature's lines, ne 

. Bat fairer is thy book of grace. Brady * rf 
Pause. [b] | ‘ 

5 J love the volumes’of thy word ; Bit ase 

What light and joy thofe leay 


Thy prece 8 guide 
Y forbids my 
y promife leads my h tt 
6 From the difcov’ries of thy law iy es} ‘ie 
The perfect rules of life I draw: | iy , ie 


Thefe are my fiudy and detigh Ae 
Not honey fo invites the ee eh 
Nor gold, that has the furme 3 


Appears fo pleating to the: 
7 Thy threat’nings wake m 
And warn me where my 


Hut tis thy bleed golpel, 


8 


3 


* 
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That makes my guilty confcience clean, 
Converts my foul, fubdues nry fin, 

And gives a free, but large reward. 
Who knows the errors of his thorghts ? 
My God, forgive my fecret faults, 

And from prefumptuous fins reftrain ; 
Accept my poor attempts of praife, 
That L have read thy book of grace, 

And bookf nature, notin vain. 


Psaum XX. Long Metre. [x] 
Prayer and hope of vittory. 

For a day of prayer in time of war. 
wow may the God of pow’r and grace 
Attend his people’s bumble cry ! 

Jehovah hears:when ffr'el prays, — 
And brings deliv’rance fromon high. 


The name of Jacob’s God defends 
Better thae thields or pisecgy alls 4 
He from his fanctuary fend 

Succour and ftrength, when Zion calls. 


Well he remembers all our fighs ; 
His love exceeds our beft deferts ; 
His love accepts the facrifice 

Of humble groans and broken hearts. 


In his falvation is our hope, 

and in the name of I[frel?s God 

Our troops thal) lift their banners up, 
Our navies fpread their flags abroad. 


Some tru(ft in horfes train’d for war, 

And fome of chariots make their boatts ; 

Our fureft expectations are yAN 

From thee, the Lord of heav’nly hafts. - 


fO may the mem’ry of thy name 
infpire our armies for the fight! 
Our foes thall fail and die with fhame, 
Or quit the field with thameful flight. J 


Now fave us, Lord, from flavith fear ; 
Now let our hope be firm and ftrong, © 


‘Jill thy falvation thall appear, 


And joy and triumph raile the fong. 
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PsaLmM XXI. Common Metre. Altered. [X} 
Our country the care of Heaven. f 
I UR land, O Lord, with ongs of praife 
Shall in thy ftrength rejoice - 
_And, blet with thy Salvation, raife 
To heav’n their cheerful voice. . 
2 Thy fure defence, through nations round, 
Has {pread our wondrous name ; 
And our fuccefsful aétions crown’d 
With dignity and fame. 5 
3 Then let our land on God alone 
For timely aid re} * 
His mercy, which adende his throne, 
Shall all our wants fupply. 
4 But, righteous Lord, thy ftubborn foes 
Shall feel thy dreadful. hand ; 
Thy vengeful arm fhall find out thofe 
Who hate’all juft command. 
5 When thou ag: them doft engage, 
Thy juft, but dreadful doom 
Shall, like a fiery oven’s rage, 
Their hopes and them confume. 
6 Thus, Lord, thy wondrous pow’r declare, 
And thus exalt thy fame | ¥ 
Whilft we glad fongs of praife prepare, | 
For thine almighty name. ’ 


Psatm XXI. ver. 1-9. Long Metre. (%} 
; Chrift exalted to the SS 
I DAs rejoic’d in God his rength, 
‘Rais’d to the throne by ear grace ; 
But Chrift the Son appears at ength, 
Fulfils the triumph and the praife. — 
'2 How great is the Mefliah’s joy ~ 
In the falvation of thy hand! _ its. « 
Lord, thou haft rais’d his kingdom high, 
And giv’n the world to his command, =~ 
3 Thy goodnefs’grants whate’er he will, 
doth the leaft requeft withheld; 
Bleflings of love prevent him fti 
And crowns of glory, not of gold. 
4 Honour and majefty divine be are tee Py 
Around his facred temples thine 5 Se ~ oe 
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Bleft with the favour of thy face, 
And length of everlafting days. 


5 Thine haad fhall find out all his foes ; 
Andasa fiery oven glows 
With raging heat and living coals, 
So fhall thy wrath devour their fouls. 


PE aM STEEP SE 
Psaum XXII. 1ff Part. Common Metre.[ b] 
Ver. 1—16. i 
poe fectines and death of Chrift. 
Eat HY has my God my foul forfook, 
*¢ Nor will.a {mile afford ?” 
(Thus David once in anguith fpoke, 
And thus our dying Lord.) - 
2 Though ’tis thy chief delight to dwell 
Among thy praifing faints, 
Yet thou cant hear a groan as well, 
_ And pity our complaints, 
3 Our fathers trufted in thy name, 
And great deliv’rance found ; 
But ma worm, defpis’d of men, 
And trodden to the ground. 
4 Shaking the head, they pafs me by, 
And laugh my foul to fcorn ; ¢ 
In vain he trufis in God,” they cry, 
“ Neglected and forlorn.” 
5 Butthou art he who form’dmy fich, 
By thine almighty word ; ' 
And fince f hung upon the breatt, 
| My hopeistn the Lord. ~ 
6 Why. will my Father hide his face 
When foes ftand threat’ning round, 
In the dark hour of deep diftrefs, 
And not a helper found? 
" PAUSE. 


+ Behold thy darling left among 
> The crucl andthe proud, — 
As bulls of Bathan, ficrce and ftrong, 
As lions roaring loud, 
8 From earth and hell my forrows mect, ° 
To multiply the fmart ; " 
They nail my bands, they pierce my fects 
. And try to vex my heart. 


) 


‘ 
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9 Yet if thy fov’reign hand let loofe 
The rage of earth and hell, 
Why will my heav’nly. Father bruife 
The Son-he loves fo well? * 
19 My God, if poffible it be, 
Withhold this bitrer cups) 
But I retign my will to thee, 
And drink the forraws up. 
11 My heart diffolves with angs unknown ; 
{n groans { watte my breath; i 
Thy heavy hand hath brought me down 
Low as the duft of death. : 
#2 Pather, 1 give my fpirit up, Pay 
And trultitin thy hand: . 
My dying fleth thall reft in hope, 
And rifeat thy command. j / 
PsaLM XAIM\. "2d Par, Common Metre, £5) 
Ver- 205 2iylageoare 
Chris fufferings and king:!om 
wd Ne rom the roaring lion’s rage, - 
** O Lord, proteét thy Son; 
‘“ Nor leave thy darling to engage 
** Phe pow’rs of hell alone.” i 
2 Thus did our fuff’ring Saviour pray, 
With mighty cries and tears : 
God heard him in that dreadful day, 
And chas’d away his fears. 
3 Great was the pate of his dea 
_ _ His throne exalted highs | 5 Fu 
And aj] the kindreds of the earth 
shall worthip, or fhall die. 
4 A num’rous offspring muft < ‘ 
From his expiring groansj— Mi 
- They thali he reckon’d in hit-eyes te «| 
For daughters and for fons. td en 
§ The meek and humble fouls { 
' _ His table ricvly fpread ;- 
And all, that feek the L 
With joys immortal fe 
6 The ifles fhall know ‘the ri 
Of our incarnate God 
And nations yet unborn, 


Salvation in his blood. 


PSALM 22, 23. 


PsatmXXII. LongMetre. [6] 
Chrif’s fufferings and exalration. 
I 1st ae let our mourntul fongs record 
; The dying forrows of our Lord, 
When he complain’d in tears and blood, 
As one forfaken of his God. 


The Jews beheld him thus forlorn, 

And thook their heads, and Jaugh’d in {corn 3 
“* He refcu’d others from the grave, 

** Now let him try himfelf to fave. 


‘* This is the man did once pretend 

** God was his Father and his Friend; 
“< If God the bleffed lov’d him fo, 

** Why doth he fail to help him now ?” 


Barbarous people! cruel prietts! 

How they ftood round like favage beatts, 

Like lions gaping to devour, 

When God had ae him in their pow’r. 

5 They wound his head, his hands, his feet, 
Till ttreams of blood each other meet; 

By lot his garments they divide, 

And mock the pangs in which he dy’d. | 

But God his Father heard his ery; 

Rais’d from the dead, he reigns on high ; 

The fiations learn his righteoufnefs, 

And humble finners tafte his grace. 


v 


w 


> 
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Psatm XXIII. Long Metre. (XJ 


God our fhepherd. _ us s 
M* fhepherd isthe living Lord: 
Now thall my wants be weil fupply’d 


Ilis providence and holy word, 
Become my fafety and my guide. 
In paflures where falvation grows 
He makes me feed, he makes me reft; 
There living water gently flows, 
‘And all the food’s divinely bleft. 
My wand’ring feet his ways miftake, 
But he reftores my foul to peace, 
And leads me, for his mercy’s fake, 
In the fair paths of righteoufnefs. 


4 Though I walk through the gloomy vale, 
Where death i all its terrors are, 


- ye 


nn 2 « 
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w 
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5° ' PSALM Z3. 


My heart and hope fhall never fail, 
For God my thepherd’s with me there. 
5 Amidft the darknefs and the deeps, 
Thou art my comfort, thou my flay 5 - 
Thy ttaff fupports my feeble fteps, — 
Thy rod directs my doubtin! way. 
6 The fons of earth and fons of hell 
Gaze at thy goodnels, and repine . 
To fee my table fpread fo well, 
With living bread, and cheerful wine. — 
adlilow I rejoice, when on my head 
hy Spirit condefcends to reft! — 
*Tis a divine anointing, fhed’ . 
Like oil of gladnefs at a feaft. 
8 Surely the mercies of the Lord 
Attend his houfehold all their days; — 
There will | dwell to hear his word, 
To feek his face and fing his praife. 
1 fhepherd will fupply my need, 
M Jehovah is his name; +e f 
In paflures freth he makes me feed,, 
x Befide the living ftream. 
a He brings my wand’ring fpirit back, 
When | forfake his ways ; 
And leads me, for his mefcy 
In paths of tru and 
3 When I walk through | 
Thy pref 


'sfake, ~ 


.. Thy hand, in fight of all) 
oth ftill my table {prea 
MY. cup with bleffings over 
hine oil anoints my h 
g The fure provifions of my | 
- _ Attend me all my days 
O may thine houfe be 
And all my work be p: 
There woutd I find a fe 
(While others go and 

No mere a ftranger or 
But ike a child at 


PSALM 23, 24. 52 


PsauM XXIII. Short Metre. [J 
x “HE Lord my fhepherd is, 
1 fhall-be-well itipply’d : ; 
Since he is mine, and i am his, 
What can i want befide? 
2* He leads me to the place, 
Where heav’nly pafture grows, 
Where living waters gently pafs, 
j And ful! fatvation flows. 
3°. Meer? porattray,<) ¥ . 
He doth my foul reclaim, 
, And guides me, in his own right way, 
For his moft holy name, 
“4 While he affords his aid, 
I cannot yield te fear ; , 
. Though t thouid waik thro’ death’s dark thade, 
My thepherd’s with me there. 
§ In fight of ail my foes 
Thou doft ny table {pread, 
My cup with bleflings overfiows, 
And joy exalts my head. 
6 The bounties of thy love 
Shall crown my following days. 
Nor from thy houle will | remove, 
Nor ceafe to fpeak thy praife 
PsatmAALV. Common Metre. [%&] 
Dove lling with God. - 
I HE earth forever is the Lord's, 
With Adam’s num’rous race ; 
He rais’d its arches o’er the floods, 
And built it on the feas. | rs 
2 But who among the fons of men 
May vilit thine abode ?__. 
He that has hands from mifchief elean, 
Whofe heart is right with God. 
3 This is the man may rife, and take 
The bletlings of his grace 5 > 
This is the lot of thofe that feck’ 
The God of Jacob’s fate. 
4 Now let our fouls’ immortal pow’rs 
To meet the Lord prepare; 


t 


& 


_ Lift up their everlafting doors, 
. The Glory’s rigar. 


“ 


ca PSALM 44, as. 


5 The King of Glory! who can tel} 

‘the wonders of his might? ‘ 
e rules the nations ; but to dwell 
With faints is his delight. 

_ Psaum XXIV. Long Metre. Cy¢ } 
Saints dwell in heaven : or, Chrif?s afeenfion. 
1 TP YAIS fpacious earth is all the Lord Pe 
And mea, and worms, and beatts, and birds; 
He rais’d the building on the feas, | ; 
And gave it for their dwelling-place. 
2 But there’s'a bri sige world on high, 
Thy palace, Lord, above the thy se 
Who fhall afcend that blet abode, — 
And dwell fo near his maker, God ? 


3 He that abhors and fears to fin, f ~ 
Whofe heart is pure, whofe hands are clean; 
Him thall the Lord the Saviour blefs, 
And clothe his foul with righteoufnefs, 

4 Thefe are the men, the pious race, beth 
That feek the God of Jacob’s face ae 


Thefe thall enjoy the blifsful fights» m4 
And dwell in everlafting light, i! 
Rejoice, ye thining worlds on 
Behold the King of Glory ni 
‘The migh Lord the Se ae 
6¥. hen aly ates your leaves difplay, — ee 
To mike ¢ Lord the. Saviour way ¢ ‘at 


4 


Pap sae 
high, > 
ee 

Who can this King of 


7 Rais’d from, the dead, h 
He opens heav’n’s eterns 
To give his faints a bleft 
Near their Redeemer a 


~ Psaum XXV. 


Vi 

Waiting for ar 

I I LIFT my foul to 

My trutt is in. 

Let not my foes that feek r 
‘Suill triumph in my f 


“ie 
Wy od ys le ee 


PSALM 25. $3 


2 Sin and the pow’rs of hell 
; Perfuade me to defpair ; 
Lord, make me know thy cov’nant well, 
That I may *{cape the fnare. 
3 From the firft dawning light 
Till the dark ev’ning rife, 
Por thy falvation, Lord, I wait 
) With ever longing eyes.” 
a Remember all thy grace, 
And lead me in thy truth; . 
Forgive the fins of riper days, 
And follies of my youth. 
5s The Lord is juft and kind ; 
The meek hall learn his ways 5 
And ev’ry humble finner find 
The methods of his grace. 
6 For his own goodne(s’ fake 
He faves my. foul from fbhame : 
He pardons (though my guilt be great), 
Through my Redeemer’s name. , 
Haan nnn enc ee aaa Tan eee mame emnE Tn aaa a aaa eR ie 
Psaim XXV. 2d Part, Short Metre. [X ] 


Vere 02, 14; 195 13+ 
Divine Infiruétion.. 
i HERE hall the man be found, 
_ That fears v offend his God; — 
That loves the gofpel’s oe found, 
Andtrembles at the rod? \ 
2 The Lord thall make him know 
The fecrets of his heart, © 
The wonders of his cov’nant fhow, 
And all his love impart. 
B The dealings of his hand 
Are truth and mercy ftill, 
With fuch as to his cov’nant ftand, 
And love to do his will. 
Their fouls thall dwell at eafe 
- Before their Maker’s face : | 
Their feed fhall talte the promifes ‘ 
Jn their extenfive grace. 


54 : PSALM 25, 26. 
PsaumM XXV. 34 Part, Short Metre. {b} 


er.’ 15—22, ‘ - 
Diftrefs of fal; or, backfliding and defertion, 
y INE eyes and my defire ° 
t Are ever to the Lord ; ° 
}¥ love to plead his promifes, mat, 
And reft upon his word. : ‘ 
2 Turn, turn thee to my foul, 
‘Bring thy falyation near ; : 
When will thy hand releafe my feet 
Out of the deadly fnare ? 


3 When hhall the phe. grace 


my for ne 9 > 

Reitore me from thofe dang’rous ways 

_ * My wand’ring feet have trod!» 

».4 The tumult of my thoughts 
Doth but enlarge my woe? A, 
My {pirit languithes, my heart — 4 

Is defolate and low. ty: 

5 With ev'ry morning light ith aah § 

My forrow new begins; © i ‘ 
Look on my anguifhand my pain, «& 
. And pardon all my fins, . 
Paust 


6 Behold the hofts of hell ; 
ow cruel is their hate 


With humble faith 

0 fee thy face aga 
Of Ifr’el it thall ne’er be faic 
“ He fought the Lerd iny 


Psarm XXVI, 
_ Self-examination 3 | 


Bi beds me, O. Lo 


8 


And try my rei 
y faith upon thy pra 
Nor from thy law my i 


PSALM 27. ae SCT, 


‘2 Yhate to walk, I hate to fit 
With men of vanity. and lies 3” 
The {coffer and the hypocrite 
Are the abhorrence of mine eyes. 
3 Amongft thy faints will f appear 
With hands well wath’d in innocénce; - 
But when I ftand before thy bar, 
‘The blood of Chrift is my defence. 
4 Llove thy habitation, Lord, 
The tempie where thine honours dwell ; 
There ‘hall { hear thy holy word, 
And'there thy works of wonder teil. 
5 Let not my foui be join’d at latt © 
With men of treachery and blood, 
Since 1 my dayson carth have patt - 
Among the faints, and near my God. 
PSALM X% 1, iff Pat. Common Metre. 1X} 
aes Fer.“1—6 ante! 
The church is our delight and fofety. 
1 Sinai Lord of glory is my light, 
Z- And my falvation too: 
God is ay ftrength, nor will i fear 
What all my foes can do. 
2 One privilege my heart defires : 
. O! grant me an abode 
Among the churches of thy faints, 
The templesofmy God. 
There fhall I offer my- requelts, 
. And fee thy beauty tilt os 
Shall hear thy meflages of love, 
» And there inquire thy will. 
4 When troubles rife and ftorms appear, | > * 
There may his childrert hide ; . 
God has a {trong pavilion, where 
He makes my foul abide. - 
5 Now fhall my head be lifted high 
Above my foes around, . 
And fongs of joy and victory 
Within. thy temple found. © ye, 
Psaum XXVIII. 2d Part. Com. Met. [8] 
Ver. 3, 9,13, 14.— Prayer and bom, 
‘ Skee heard my Father fay, 
‘WJ “Ye children, feck my grace ;” 
ie 7 ea 
oa 


¢ 


Ye .. 


56 PSALM 29. 


My heart reply’d without delay, — 
“Vil feek my Father’s face? n 
2: Let not thy face be hid from me, . 
Nor frown my foul away ; 
God of my life, 1 fly tothee =” . 
{na diftreffing day. ; : 
3 Should friends and kindred near and dear 
Leave me to want or die, 
My God would make my life his care, 
And all my need fupply. _ , 
4 Mv fainting fleth had dy*d with greg. 75.1 § 
ad not m foul believ’d che 
To fee thy grace provide relief; " 
Nor was my hope deceiv’d. j 
5 Wait on the Lord, ye trembling faints, 
And keep your courage up's. <* . 
He'll raife your f{pirit sit it faints, 
And far exceed your hope. 


Psatm XXIX. Long Metre. ‘[%] 

Storm and thunder. ‘hae 

1 G IVE to the Lords i fons of fame, 

¥ Give to the Lord renown and pow’r; 
Afcribe due honours to his name, ( 

And his eternal might adore. 

2 The Lord proclaims his pow’r alc 

~ Over the oceatiiand the lana iin: 
His voice divides the wat'r 
And lightnings blaze at hi 

3 He {peaks, and tempeft, hail, 
Lay the wide foreft bare around | 
“Lhe fearful hart, and rakes dy 
Leap at the terror of the found. — 

4 To Lebanon he turns his voice, — 
And lo, the ftately cedars bre 
‘The mountains tremble at t 
The vallies roar, the deferts 

5 The Lord fits fov’reign o' 
The Thund’rer reigns forev: 
But makes his church his b! 
Where we his awful glories 

é In gentler language there, the Lord 
The countels of his grace im 7 


is 
— 


‘J 
Ay 
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PSALM 30. 57 


Amidft the raging ftorm, his word 
Speaks peace and courage to our hearts. 


Psatm XXX. uf Pare. Long Metre. (¥] 
Sicknefs healed, and forrow removed. 
WILL extol thee, Lord, on high, 
At thy command difeafes fly ; 
Who but'a God can fpeak and fave 
From the dark borders of the grave ? 


2 Sing to the Lord, ye faints of his, 


3 


& 


a 


And tell how large his goodnefs is: 

Lei all your pow’rs rejoice and blefs, 
While you record his holinefs. 

His anger but a moment ftays; 

His love is life and length of days; 
Though grief and tears the night employ, 
The morning-ftar reitores.the joy. 


PsaLM XXX. 2d Parr. Long Metre. [b] 
Ver. 6. 
Health, fickne/s, and recovery. 
pee was my health, my day was bright, 
And [ prelum’d ’twould ne’er be night: 


Fondly i faid within my heart, 


* Pleafure and peace fhall ne’er depart.” 
But { forgot thine arm was ftrong, 
Which made my mountain ftand fo long 5 
Soun as thy face began to hide, 

My ‘health was gone, my comforts dy’d. 
I cry’d aloud to thee, my God, 

«© What canft thou profit by my blood? 
“ Deep in the duft, can I declare 

“ Thy truth, or fing thy goodnefs there? 
“ Hear me, O God of grace, I faid, 

“« And bring me from among the dead ;”” 
Thy word rebuk’d the pains I felt. . 
Thy pard’ning love remoy'd my guilt. — 
My groans, and tears, and forms of woe,” 
Are turn’d to joy and praifes now ; 

1 throw my fackcloth on the ground, 
And eafe and gladnefs gird me round, | 
My tongue, the glory of my frame, 
Shall ne’ “be filent of thy name; 


7 


’ 


« 


58 PSALM 31, 


Thy praife thall found thro? earth and heav’n, 
For Gcknefs heal’d, and fins forgiv’n. 


PSALM AAAL. ijt Hair. Comiyon Metre, 
4 Vers 5, 13 "9, 22, 23. ‘ 
Deliverance from deaib, — 
x FNTO thine hand, O God of truth, 
My {pirit I commit ; » 
Thou hatt redeein’d my foul from death, 
And fav’d me from the pit. aN 
2 The pailions of my hope and fear at 
Maintain’d a doubtful firifé, +, 4: 
While forrow , pain, and fin con{pir’d 
To take away my. life. = 
3 ‘ My times are in thy hand,” I cry’d, * 
“Though I draw ‘near the duit a oT 
Thou art the refuge where I hide, ; 
The God in whom I truft.. : a 
"4 O make thy reconciled face yA 
Upon thy fervant thine, Hib ee PAE 8 A , 
had troche for thy mercy’s fake, a iiad . 
_ For l’mentirely thine. Ae 
Pausr. ig j 
5 Twas in my hafte my {pirit faid, oy # 
** ft mutt def air fie dhe : ‘ : 
“Tam cut off before thine eyes ag = 
But thou haft heard my cry. } 
6 Thy goodnefs, how divinely f 
How wond’rous is thy gra 
_ To thofe that fear thy maj 
ri And trutt thy promifes! 
7 O lov’ the Lord, all ye hi : 
And fing his praifes loud ;_ " 
He'll bend his ear to your compl. 
And recompenfe the prow ie 


PsaLM XX XI. ad Pat, ¢ 

i Ver. bY bag he I 

Delivernce from flander 

Hy M* heart rejoices in thy n 
My God, my help, 1 
Thou hatt preferv'd : 

_ Mine honour from ¢) 


L*j 


é ’ 
, 
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PSALM 32, 59 


2 ** My life is fpent with grief,” I cry’d; 
_ ‘* My years confum’d in groans ; 
‘* My ftrength decays, mine eyes are dry’d; 
«« And forrow waltes my bones.”? 
3 Among mine enemies, my name ~ 
Was a mere proverb grown: 
While to my neighbours I became 
Forgotten and unknown... 
4 Slander.and fearon ev’ry fide 
Seiz’d and befet me round ; 
T to the throne of grace apply'd, 
And {peedy refcue found. 
Pause. 


5 How great deliv’rance thou haft wrought 
Before the fons of men ! 
The lying lips to filence brought, 
And made their boaftings vain ! 
6 Thy children from the ftrife of tongues 
Shall thy pavilion hide ; 
Guard them from infamy and wrongs; 
And cruth the fons of pride. 
7 Within thy fecret prefence, Lord, 
Let me forever dwell, 
No fenced city, wall’d and barr’d, 
Secures a faint fo well. 


= 


PsauM XXXII. Short Metre. [b] 
Forgivene/s of fin upon confeffion. 
I BLESSED fouls are they, 
Whofe fins are cover’d o’er! 
Divinely bleft, to whom the Lord 
Imputes their guilt nomore!  ~ 
2 They mourn their follies paft, 
And keep their hearts with care ; 
Their lips and lives, without deceit, 
Shall prove their faith fincere. 
3 While I conceal’d my guilt, 
I felt the fe(Pring wound ; 
Till I_confefs'd my fins to thee, 
nd ready pardon found. 
Let finners learn to pray 
Let faints keep near the thrones; 


Repentance and Sree pardon } 


mh 
¥ 


” His humble joy, 


Our help in times of deep diftrefs 
Ts found in God alone. 


Psarm XXXII. “Common Metre. [>] 
Free pardon and fincere obedience ; or, confeffion and 
forgivene/s. 
I APFY the man to whom his God’ 
No more imputes his fin ; v9, eau 
But wafh’d inthe Redeemer’s blood, « 
Hath made his‘garments clean ! 
2 Happy, beyond expreffion, he Y 
Whofe debts are thus difcharg’d ; 
And from the guilty bondage free, 
_ He feels his foul enlarg’d! 
3. His fpirit hates deceit and lies, 
His words are all fincere, 
He guards his heart, he guards his eyes, 
To keep his confcience clear. 
4 While I my inward guilt fuppreft, 
No quiet could I find ; ‘ 
Thy wrath lay burning in my breaft, — 
And rack’d:my tortur’d mind. © ’ 
5 Then I confefs’d my troubled thoughts, ‘ 
My fecret fins reveal’d ; seen 
Thy pard’ning grace forgave my faults, — 
hy grace my pardon feal’d. 
6 This fhall invite thy faints to pray ; 
- When like a raging fone bei 9 


Temptations rife, our ftreng 
-Psaum XXXIL. aft Pa 


Is a forgiving God. 


2 Bleft is the man, to whom the L die 
Imputes not his iniquities; 
He pleads no merit of reward, 
And not on works, 


From guile his 


PSALM 332, 33. 61 


With deep repentance well agree, 
And jein to prove his faith fincere- 
4 How glorious is that righteou(nefs 
That hides and caricels all his fins! 
While a bright evidence of grace 
Through his whole life appears and fhines. 


PsaLmM XXXII. 2d Parr. LongMetre- [b] 
_ A guilty confcience eafed by confefion and pardon 
1 H1’# i keep fhlence, and conceal 
» My heavy guilt within my heart, 
What torments doth my confcience feel! 
What agonies of inward {mart! 
2 1 f{pread my fins before the Lord, 
Andall my fecret faults confe{s ; 
Thy Afpet fpeaks a pard’ning word, 
Thy Holy Spirit feals the. grace. 
3 For this thall ev’ry humble foul 
Make {wift addreties to thy feat: 
When floods of huge temptations roll, 
There fhall they find a bleft-retreat. 
4 How fafe beneath thy wings I lie, , 
W hen days grow dark, and ftorms appear! 
And when I walk, thy watchful eye 
Shall guide me fafe from ev’ry friare. 


Psatm XXXIII. 1 Parz. Common Metre. (&} 
Works of creation and providence. 
I EJOICH, ye righteous, in the Lord, 
This work belongs to you : 
Sing of his name, his ways, his word, 
Niw holy, juft, andtrue! j 
2 His mercy and his righteoufnefs 
Let heav’n and earth proclaim ; 
His works of nature and of grace | 
Reveal his wondrous name, 


3 His wifdom and almight word 
_ The heav’nly arches {pread : 
And by the “pirit of the Lord 
Their fhining hofts were made. 
4 He bade the liquid waters flow. 
To their appointed deep: 
The Goren eas their limits know 
And their own terse keep 
af 


aS y , 
Feta eet. 


Py 


62. re i “PSALM 33° 


5 Ye tenants of the fpacious earth, — 
- With fear before him ftand: 
He fpake. and nature took its birth, 
And reits on. bis command. ; 
6 He fcorns the angry nations’ rage, =~ , 
_And breaks their'vain deigns; -) 


ere HIE 2 oe 
PsatmM XXXIII. 2d Part. Common, Metre. (x3 


Where he reveals his hgav’nly words 
_- And calls their tribes his owne d. 


2 His eye with infinite furvey 
Does the whole world behold§, + 
He form’d us all of equal clay, F 
And knows our feeble mould. — ‘ 
3 Kings are not refewd by theforce 
Of armies from'the gravey 
Nor fpeed, nor courage of an horfe, 
Can the bold riderfave. padi AL 
4 Vain is the ftrength of beafts On meh tPF 
To hope for fatety thence: ~ bulla oho > 
But holy fouls trom God obtain . ime 3: 
A ftrong and furedefence. — ~ Se A fay 
5 God is their fear and God t " 
“ Whea plagues or famin 
’ His watchful ecures t 
.. Amongft ten thoufar 


| Ag : 
.. For we have made thy word ou 
And trot thy grace alone. 


Psaum XXXIUL 1f Part! 

Works of erection an 

r 6 he holy fouls, in God re 

Your Maker’s praife bi 

: Great is your theme, 
Sing of his name, his 

His works of nature, a 

~ How wife and 


PSALM 33. 63 


2 Juftice and truth he ever.loves, 

And the whole earth his goodness proves: 
His word the heav’aly arches {pread; 
How widé they thine from norih.to fouth; 

And by the ipirit of hig mouth 

Were all the flarry armies made. 

3 He gathers the Wide-ilowing feas, 
(J hote watry treafures know their place) - 

{n the vaft tlorehoute of the deep.: 

He {pake, and gave all nature birth, 
And fires and eas, and heav’n aad earth 
His everlatting orders keep, 
4 Let mortals tremble, and adore 
A Ged ov fuch reliftiefs pow’r, 
Nor dare indulge their teeble rage: 
tui are your thoughts, and weak your hands, 
But his efernal-counfel ftands, 
od rules the world trom age to ave 
FSALM XXAII. 20 Part’ Particular Mee, [a] 
Creatures > ain, endGod all-fufficter?, 
I HAPPY nation, where the Lord 
Reveals the treafure of his word, 

And buiids his charch, his ea rhly throne } 
His eye the heathen world furveys, : 

He forn'd their hearts, he Knows their ways; 

But God their Maker is unknown. 

2 Let kings rely upon their hott, a 
And of his ftrengrh the champion boatt; iy 
'_ Sn vais they boat, in-yain rely: Wh 
In vain we truft the brutal force, 
Or {peed, or courage ofan horfe 
‘Vo guard this rider, or to fly. 
3 The eye of thy compaifior, Lord, 
Deth more feewe defence afford, 

When death or danyers threat’ning ftand ; 
Thy watchful eye preferves the juft,. 
Who make thy name ‘heir fear and truft, 

When wars or famine wafte the land, 

4 In ficknefs or the bloody feid, 
Thou our phyfician, thou our thield, : 
___ Seid us falvation from thy throne: 
We, wait to fee th dnefs thine ; 
Let us rejoice in elp divine, 
For all our hope is God alone. 


fr 
Le tae A ieee 
a pte Aer okt 


64 PSALM 34 


Psatm XXXIV. 4 Part. Long Metre. [%} 
God’s care of the faints ; or, deliverance by prayer. 
I i tie 1D, 1 will blefs thee all my days, 
“hy praife thall dwell upon my tongue ; 
My {oul hali glory in thy grace, | 
While faints rejoice to hear the fong.~ ~ 

2 Come, magnify the Lord: with mes 
Gome, lev us all exalthis names + > 
I fought th’ eternal God, and he 
Has not expos’d my hope to thames” _ 

3 L told him all my feeret grief, ee 
My fecret groaningreach’d hisears; 
He gave my inward pains relief, — ering Te, 
And calm’d the tumult of my fears. iy" 

4 To him the poor lift up theireyes,  ° 
Their faces feel the heav’nly thine; 

A beam of mercy from the fkies , : 
Fills them with light and joy divine. «=| 


“5 His holy angels pitch their tents 


Around the men that serve the Lord: — 

O fear and Jove him, all ye faints, * 

Tatte of his grace, and truft his word! — 
6 The wild young lions, pinch’d with pain 

And hunger, roar through all the wood ; 

But gone thall feek the Lord in vain, 

Nor waat fupplies of real good. 


Psanm XXXIV. 2 
; Ver. 11- 
Religious education ; or, 
1 Gylt ter ,ip years: 
Your parents’ hope, 
Attend the counfels of my” 
Let pious thoughts your m 

2 If you defire a length of di 
And peace to crown your mor 
Reftrain your feet from 
Your lips from flander ar 
3 The eyes of God regard his f 
His ears are open to 
He fets his frowning 
The fons of viole 


Wash 


PSALM 34, B65 


» 4 To humble foulsand broken hearts, 

; God with his grace isever nigh ; 
Pardon and hope his love imparts, 
When men in deep contrition lie. 


5 He tells their tears, he counts their groans, 
His son redeeins their fouls from death ; 
His Spirit heals their broken Dones : 

‘They in his praife employ their breath. 


Psatm XXXIV. sf Part. Common Metre. [X] 
Ver. 1—10, 
Prayers, and praife for eminent deliverance. 
= | ite bleis the Lord from day to day : 
How good are all his ways! 
Ye humble fouls that ufe to pray, 
Come, help my lips to praife. 
3 Sing to the honour of his name, 
Ho» a poor finner cry’d; 
Nor was his hope expos’d to fhame, 
Nor»was his fuit deny’d. 
3 When threatning forrows round me ftood, 
And endlefs fears arofe, — 
Like the loud billows of a flood, - 
Redoubling all my woés; 
4 I told the Lord my fore diftrefs, 
With heavy groans and tears; 
He gave my tharpett torments eafe, | 
And filenc’d ain y feats, ° 
AS el 
§ [© finners! come and tafte his love, 
Come, learn his pleafant ways; 
And let your own experience prove 
The {weetnefs of his grace. 

6 He bids his angels pitch their tents 
Round where his children dwell ; 
What ills their heav’nly care prevents 

No earthly tongue can tell. } 
4 [O love the Lord, ye faints of his! 
His eye reg Sak e jut: 
How richly blefs’d their portion is, 
Who make the Lord their truft! 
8 Youn lions, pinch’d with hunger, roar, 
Me ‘And famils in ie wood ‘ 


* . 
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But God fupplies his holy poor 
With ev’ry needful good ] 7 


re 
Psatm XXX1V. 2d Part. Cominon Metre. (6) 
Ver. 11—22. 
Exhortations to peace and holinefs 
NOME, children, learn to rear the Lord ; 
And, that your days be long, 
Let nota falfe or fpiteful word 
Be found ugon your tongue. 
z Depart from mifchief, practife love, 
Purfue the works of peace ; 
So thall the Lord your ways ea ai ae 
And [et your fouls at eafe. 
3. His eyes awake to guard the jul, 
‘His ears attend their er 
When. broken fpirits. Teel in duit, 
‘The God of graceis nigh. 
4 What though the forrows here they tafte 
Are iharp. and tedious tao, 
The Lord, who faves them all are 2 - 
Is their fupporter r now. | 
5-Evil thall fmite the wicked dead, “  w 
But God fecures his own, : 
Prevents the mifchief when they a ide, 
Or héals the broken bone. _ 
6 When defolation, hke a floods 
— O’er the. inne ee 
- Saints finda refugein 
_ For he redeem'd their! 


Prayer and faith af per d fa 
w 


OW plead my caufe 

ie With all the fons © 
And fight againft the m 

Who fight againit 

2 Draw out thy {pear, : 

Lift thy avenging 

But to my Lig en mer 

“*Tam thy Saviou 

3 They plant their {nz 

And nets of mifchiet 


* 


a» 
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Plunge the dettroyers in the pit 
Vhat their own hands have made. 
4 Let fogs and darknefs hide their way, 
_ And flipp’ry be their ground ; 
Thy wrath fhall make their Jivesa prey,” 
» And all their rage confound. 
5 They fly like chaff before the wind, 
Before thine angry breath ; - 
The angel of the Lord behind 
Purfues them down to death. 
6 They love the road that leads to hell; 
Then let the rebels die, 
Whole malice is implacable 
Again the Lord on high. 
7 But if thou hafta chofen few e 
‘Amongit that impious race, 
Divide them irom the bloody crew, - 
By thy furpafling grace. 
8 Then will { raife my tuneful voice, 
To make thy wonders known: 
In their falvation ll rejoice, r 
And blefs thee for my own. 


ate a dete renee mete Se en en ey, 
PsaLM XXXV. 2d Part. Com, Met. [J 
; Ver. +2--14, 
Lowe to enemies; or, thé love of Chrifh 10 finners 
pried in Davia. 
1 PEHOLD! the love, the gen’rous love, 
That holy David fhows; 
Hark, how his founding bowels move, 
To his afflicted foes ! 
3 When they are fick, his foul complains, 
And feems to-feel the {mart ; 
The fpirit of the gofpel reigns, 
And melts his pious heart. 
3 How did his flowing tears condole, 
As for a brother dead! 
And fatting mortify’d his foul, 
While for their life he pray’d. 
4 They groan’d, and curs’d him on their bed, 
‘ Whe ftill he pisses and mourns ; 


And double bleflings on his head 
The righteous God returns. 
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O glorious type.of heav’nly grace! 
. Phos Chrut the Lord rere 3 
While {inners curfe, the Saviour prays, 
And pities them with sears. 
6 He, the true David, Ifrel’s king, F 
Bleft and belov’d of God, 
To fave usrebels, dead in fin, 
Paid his own deareft blood. 


PsatM XXXVI. 5--9. Long Met. [} 
The perfections and provid-nce of God ; or, general 
providence-and fpecial grice. 

1 H'S8 in the heay’ns, eternal God!” 

Thy goodnefs in full glory thines; — 
Thy truth thall break through ew’ry cloud — 
That veils and darkens thy detgns. 

2 For ever firm thy juftice ftands, 

As mountains their foundations keep ; 
Wire are the wonders of thy hands ; 
Thy judgments are a mighty deep. 

3 Thy providence is kind and large, 

Both man and bealt thy bounty thare; 
} The whole creation is thy charge, - 
But faints are thy peculiar cate. 

4 My God! how excellent thy grace, _ 
Whence all our hope and comtoré {prings ! 
The fons of Adam in diftrefs 7 
Fly to the thadow of thy wings 

5 From the provi'ions of thy h 
‘We thall be fed with fweet 
‘There mercy, like a river, 

_.. And brings falvation to our ta 
6 Life, like a fountain, rich and { 
Springs from the prefence of my | 
And in thy light our fouls thall 

The glories promis’d in thy w 


iv 


* jr 


r TH 
~My heart within me often fays, 
* Their thoughts believe t 


PSALM 36. | 69 
2 Their thoughts and ways at once declare, 
(Whate’er their lips profets} 
““ God hath no wrath for them to fear, 
** Nor willthey feek his grace.” 
‘3 What ftrange felf-flatvry blinds their eyes! 
But there’s a haf?ning hour, 
When they thall. fee, with fore furprife, 
Lhe terrors of thy pow’r. 
4 Thy juftice thall maintain, its throne, 
Though moyntains melt away ; 
Thy judgments are 2 world unknown, 
A deep unfathom’d fea. : 
-§ Above shefe heav’ns’ created rounds, 
| Thy mercies, Lord, extend; _ 
Thy truth outlives the narrow bounds, 
Where time and nature end. 
6 Safety to man thy goodnefs brings, 
Nor everlooks the beat : 
Beneath the fhadow of thy wings 
Thy children choofe to reft, ; 
4 [From thee, when creature fireams run low, 
And mortal comforts die, 
Perpetual {prings of life fhall flow, 
And raife our pleafures high, 
8 Though all created light decay, 4 
And death clofe up our eyes, 
Thy prefence makes eternal day, i 
Where clouds can never rife | wine ie 


Psatm XXXVI. 1—7. short Metre.{ oy 
‘Lhe wickednefs of man, and the majefty of Godi or, | 
practcal athe:fm exp fea. Oe ae i 
1 WV aes man grows boid in fin, Set 
My heart within me cries, yer 
« He hath no faith of God within, 
* Nor fear before his eyes.” 
2 {He walks awhile'conceal’d 
In a felf-Alatt’ring dream, 
Till his dark crimes, at once reveal’d, 1 
Expofe his hateful name.} ” 
3 Hisheartisfalfe and foul, 
His words are f{mooth and fair; 
» Wifdom ith’d trom his foul, 
And leaves no goodnefs there. 


\ 


4:2 
ih 


_ 3 Then let me make the: ny't ruft, *g 


70 PSALM 33. 


4 He plots upon his bed, v 
New mifchiefs to ful§l; j 
» He fets his heart, ind hands, and head, ; 
‘Vo pradtice all thas ill 
5 But there’s a dreadful God, ¢ oa 
Though men renounée his fearz 
ris juitice, hid behind the cloud, » 
Shall one great day appear. 
6 His truth tranfcends the ky; 
Inheav’n his mercies.dweil; * 
Deep as the fea his judgments lie, 
His anger burns to hell.. ay 
7 Howexcellent his lovet. ra ." 
Whence all our fafety {fpringss 
O never let my foul remove n 
From underneath his wings !: oF 


PsaLM XXXVI. rf Port, Com. Metre. {D] 
- fe Verure-B5: aid f » k 
be cure of enuy, frerfulne/s and unbelief > or, the — 
rewards uf the ‘righteous, and he abiched : or, the 
worls’s hatred, aid the faint’s patience. 


ae 


&2 


x V HY fhould [ vex my foul, and fret © - : 
Yo fee the wicked rife? 9 0. ye 
Or envy finners, waxing great: ie 


By violence and lies ? Met te 

2 As flow’ry grafs cat down at neon, — 
_ Betore the ew’ning fades - 

So thall their glories. 


In everlatting thades 


” 


And practife all thar’ 
So ihall £ dwell among 
And he’ll provide me. 


‘Thy hand, which guides 

Shall my detivés fulfil. 

, 5 Mine innocence thalt th 

Aad make thy judgm 

Pairasthe light of dawni 
And glorious as th 

6 The meek, at laft, the 

And are the heirs of 


PSALM 37. ick ay 


True riches, with abundant peace, 
To humble fouls are giv’n. 
P aou's ®; 
7 Ref in the Lord, and Keep his way, 
Nor let your anger. rife, 
Though Providence fhould long delay 
To punifh haughty vice® 
8 Let finners join to break your peace, 
And plot, and rage, and foam; 
The Lord derides them, for he fees 
|. Their day of vengeance come. 
4 They have drawn out the threat’ning fword, 
', Have bent the murd’rous bow, 
To flay the men that fear-the Lord, 
And bring the righteous low. 


vo My God fhall break their bows, and bura 
. Their perfecuting darts ; 
Shall their own {words againft them turn, 
And pain furprife their hearts, 


PsatmM XXXVI, 2d Part. Com. Metre. fb] 
Ver.16, 21, 26—31. 
Charity to the poor; or, religion in words and deeds. 
i V HY do the wealthy wicked boatt, 
And grow profanely bold? 
The meanett portion of the juft 
Excels the finner’s gold. ee) 
2 The wicked borrows of his friendss* 
But ne’er deligns to pay 3 _ 
The faint is mercitul, and lends, 
Nor turns the poor away, 
¢ His alms, with lib’ral heart, he gives 
Amongft the fons of need; 
His mem’ry to long ages lives, 
And bleffed is his feed. . | 
4 His lips abhor to talk profane, 
To flander or defraud; 
_ His ready tongue declares to men 
What he has learn’d of God. 


The law and gofpel of the Lord 

: Beep in Pheart abide; ‘ 

Led by the Spirit and the word, 
His feet thal never flide. 


2 ~~ a ad 
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& When Gnners fall, the righteous and, 
Preferv’d from ev’ry {naré; | 

They hall poffefs the promis’d land, 
And dwell forever there. Pr 


PsatMXXXVil: 3¢ Part. Com, 
Ver. 23-—-37-° Cte 
The way and end of the righteous and the wicked. 
I MY’ God, the {teps of pious men 
Are order’d by thy wills > 
Though they thould fall, theyerife again; 
‘Thy hand fupports them ftill. : 
2 The Lord delights tofee their ways, — 
_ __ Their virtue he approves: 
He'll ne’er deprive them of his grace, 
Nor leave the men he loves. 
3 The heav’nly heritage is theirs, 
~Pheir portion and their home; 
He feeds them now, and makes them heirs 
Of bleffings long to come, ee 
4 Wait on the Lord, ye fons of men, 
Nor fear when tyrants frown ; 
Ve fhall confefs their pride was vain, 
When juttice caits them down. 
, AUSE. 
5 The haughty finner have I feen, 
Not fearing mag nor God, 
Like a tall bay tree, fair and g 
Spreadingiiee arms abro 
- 6 And la, he vanith'd fron ae: 
Deftroy’d by hands un ; 
Nor root nor branch, nor lea 
Where all that pride had b 
7 But mark the man of rig : 
His fev’ral fteps attend; 
True pleafare runs throug 
And peaceful is his en 


NT +. 
PoatMm XXXVIIL. 


Like an aveffger’s f ore 
} es 


: the 
v-_ 


. 2 Thivearrows {tick within my heart; 
My tlefh is forely prefs’d ; 
Between the forrow and the {mart, 
My fypirit finds no reft. 
3 My tinsa heavy load appear, 
And o’er my. head are gone > 
Too heavy they for me to bear, 
| Too hard-for met’ atone. — | 
4° My thoughts are like a troubled fea, 
My head {till bending down; 
And. lt yo mourning all the day 
Beneath my Father’s frown. 
.§ Lord, Iam weak and broken fore, 
None of my pow’rs are whole ; 
The inward anguifh makes me roar, 
. The anguith of my foul. 
6 All my defire to thee is known, 
Thine eye counts ev’ry tear, 
And ev’ry figh and ew’ry groan 
Is notic’d by thine ear. 
Thou art my God, my only hope 
: My God will hear a peak me 
My God will bear my. fpirit up 
When Satan bids me die. 
8 [My foot is ever apt to flide, 
My foes rejoice to fee’t ; 
They raife their pleafure and their pride, 
When they fupplant my feet. 
9 But I'll confefs my guilt to thee, 
And grieve for all my fin; 
I’]] mourn how weak my graces be, 
And beg fupport divine. «7 
10 My God, forgive my follies paft 
‘And be (eter Be: ete 
O Lord of my falvation, hafte, s 
_ Before thy fervant die. } 


eR ee Ee Ewe ee cere ere eee een enn memnacees, 
PsatM XXXiX. 1/ Part. Com. Metre. [X] 
ae Veri1, 2; 3.» 
Wale Rep ever the tongue; ov, prudence and zeal. 
: A 


* 


1 refolv’d before the Lord, ‘ 
ov will I watch my tongue, 
[ let flip one finful word, 4 
o my i, aa wrong,” 


‘Lett 


74 PSALM 39. 
2 And if I’m e’er conftrain’d to ftay 
With men of lives profane, 
I'll feta double guard that day, - 


= 


Nor let my talk be vain. ; 
3 Ul {carce allow my lips to fpeak 
The pious thoughits I feel, 
Leit {coffers thould th’ occafion take 
To mock my holy zeal. 
4 Yet if fome proper hour appear, | 
Vil not be over-aw’d, 
But let the, fcoffing finners hear 
That 1 can fpeak for God. 


PsALM XXXIX. 2d Part. Common Metre. [b] 
Ver. 4—3. The vanity of man as mortal. 
HE PASE me the meafure of my days, 
Vhou Maker of my frame! 
I would furvey life’s narrow {pace, ~ 
And learn how frail I am. 


2 A {pan is all that we can boaft, 
An inch or two of time ; 
Man is but vanity and dutft, 
In all his flow’r and prime, 
3 See the vain race of mortals move 
Like fhadows o’er the plain ; 
They rage and ftrive, defire and love, 
But all their noife is vain« — 
4 Some walkin honour’s ; 


-5 What thould I with, or wait fo: 

‘ : From creatures; earth, and 

‘They make our expectations vai 

And difappoint our truft. . 

6 Now I forbid my carnal hope, _ AY 

My fond defires recal; 

I give my mortal int’reft up, yt 
And make my God my alle. 

PsaLM XXXIX, 3d-Part. ( 


Ver. 9—1 
Sick-hed devotion 5 or, yeadsa 
£ (XOD of my life, look ger 
Behold the pains I f 


eh 


; 


PSALM 40. 


But I am dumb before hy throne, 
Nor dare difpute thy will. 
2 Difeafes are thy fervants, Lord ; 
They come at thy command ; 
Vl not attempt a murm’ring word, 
Againft thy chaft’ning hand, 
3 Yet may I plead with humble cries, 
) _ Remove thy tharp rebukes ;” 
My {trength confuimes, my fpirit dies, 
Through thy repeated ftrokes. - ..  * 


4 Crufh’d as a moth beneath thy hand, | 


We moulder to the duft ; 
Our feeble pow’rs can ne’er withftand, 
And all our beauty’s loft. 


5 [This mortal life decays apace, 
|. How foon the bubble’s broke 
Adam, and all his num’rous race, 
Are vanity and fmoke.]} 
6 I’m but a fojourner below, 
As all my fathers were; _ 
May I be well prepar’d to go, 
hen I the fummons hear. 
7 But if my life be f{par’d a while, 
Before my Jaftremove, . “~ . 
Thy praife thal] be my bufinefs ftill, 
And [ll declare thy love. 


PsauM XL, 1ft Part. Common Metre. [2]. 
Mera 3).'2) Bx iby. 17s 
A fong of deliverance from great diftrefs.. 
rf if WAITED patient for the Lord; 
He bow’d to hear my cry ; 
’ He faw me refting on his word, 
And brought falvation nigh. 
a He rais’d me from a horrid pit, 
Where mourning long f lay ; 
And from my bonds releas’d my feet, 
Deep bonds of miry clay. 
3 Firm na rock he made me ftand, 
And taught my cheerful tongue 
ra ne wonders of his hand, 


75 
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4 Vl {pread his works of peck abroad 5 
The faints with joy fhall hear, 
And finners learn tomake my God 
Their aily hope and fear. bik 
5 How many*are thy thoughts of love!” 
Thy mercies, Lord, how great! 
Wehave not words, nor hours enough, 
Their numbers to repeat. — 4 
6 When I’m afflicted, poor and low, — * 
And light and peace depart, +” 
My Ged beholds my heavy-woe, © ‘ 
And bears me on his heart. ~ 


~ Psaum XL, 2d. Part. +. Common Wiere (>) 
Ver.6--9. The incarnation and facrifice of Chrift. 
Hs Dalat! faith the Lord, “ Your work i is Vain, 
“¢ Give your burnt-offerings o’er ;_ 
“ In dying goats and bullocks flain ‘ 
*« My foul delights no more.” 
2 Then fpake the Savioi, = Lo, I'm here, 
** My God to do th 5 Fa 
“< Whate’er thy facre books declare, 
“Thy fervant fhall fulfil. ~~ 
3 Thy eee is ever in my fight, af re 
‘¢} keep it near my heart ; ; 
«* Mine ears are open’d with tight i 
_ “To what thy lips impart,” " 
4 And fee, the ve Re 
Th’ eternal s 


s Much he a his Fa’ 
And much his truth he 
And preach’d the wa 
Where grea} affemblies 


to 


He syed G finners’ cries, 
And, to fulfila Saviour’s p 
' Was made a ee 


Could wath the e 
But the rich facrifice_ 
Atones for all our 


No blood of beafts, l 
7 No blood o con al 


PSALM 40, Ate re) 


8 Then was the great falvation fpread, 
And Satan’s kingdom fheok ; 
Thus by the woman’s promis’d feed, ; 
The ferpent’s head was broke. 


Psatm AL. Long Metre |X] 
' Ver. §—10,. Chift-our facrifi-e. 
I See: wonders, Lord, thy love has wrought, 
~) & Exceed our praife, furmount our thought; 
Should Lattemptthe long detail, 
My {peech would faint, my numbers fail. 
2 No blood.of beafts on altars fpilt, 
Can cleanfe the fouls of men from guilt; 
,. Bat thou haft fet before our eyes i 
An all-fufficient facrifice. 
3. Lo! thine eternal Son appears ! 
To thy defires he bows his ears ;: 
Aifumes a body well prepar’d, 
And well performs a work fo hard. 
4 ‘* Behold, I come,” (the Saviour cries, | 
With love and duty in his eyes) 
“1 come to bear the heavy lead 
*€ OF ins, and do'thy will, my God. 
5 **?Tis written in thy great decree, 
“?Yis in thy book foretold of me, 
“JT mutt fulfil the Saviour’s part ; 
*€ And lo! thy law is in my heart. 
6 “T'll magnify thy-holylawy 
“© And rebels to ie-aiende draw, 


1 Be is the man, whofe bowels move, 
nd melt’ with pity to the poor ; 
Who iyo i by fympathizing love, ys 
Feels what his fellow-faints endure. Nats 
2 His heart contrives for their relief . 4 


his own hands can do 


oes 


798 PSALM 4z. 


He, in the time of gen’ral grief, 
Shall find the Lord has bowels too.’ 
3 His foul thall live fecure on earth, 
. With fecret bleflings on his heady — 
‘When drought, and peftilence, and dearth. 
Around him multiply their dead. 
4 Or, if he languiih on his couch, 
God will procure his tins forgiv’n, 
Will fave him with a healing touch, 
Or take his willing foul to heav’n. 


ei 4 I 
PsaLM verted ies Common Metre. {x} 


¢ ef Ie 
Defertion. and hope ; or, coneplales of abfence from 
public worpbip, mee? 
I Wi earneft longings of the mind, | 
My God, to thee I look; Rs 
So pants the hunted hart to find - nit 
And tafte the cooling brook. 
2 When fhall I (ee thy courts of grace, 
And meet my God again ? ( 
So long an abfence from thy face 
My heart endures with pain. . 
3 Temptations vex my weary foul, — . 
_ And tears are my repaft; — as 
The foe infults without control, 
** And where’s your God at 
4 ’Tis with a mournful p 
_ I think on gcien 
Then to thy houfe di 
And all our work was 
But why, my foul, fun! 
Beneath this heavy load 
Why do thy thoughts indulge de! 
_ And fin againft my God 


For I fhall yet before him 
And fing reftoring love. 


* eh hae LTT, ie Pe ee 
Melancholy thoughts repr 3 or, 
r N Y fpirit inks ihe we : 
4 Butt will call thy r 


PSALM 44. 09 


And.times of patt diftrefs record, 

When I have found my God was kind. 
Huge troubles, with tumult’ous noife, 
Swell like a fea, and round me {pread; 
Thy water-{pouts drown all my joys, 

And rifing waves roll o’er my head. 

Yet will the Lord command his love, 
When I addrefs his throne by day ; 

Nor in the night his grace remove; 

The night thall hear me fing and pray. 

Dll caft myfelf before his feet, 

And fay, “ My God, my heav’nly rock! 
«« Why doth thy love fo long forget 

“¢ The foul that groans beneath thy ftroke?”” 


P’ll chide my heart that Ginks fo low : 
‘Why thould my foul indulge Ner grief? 
Hope in the Lord, and praife him too ; 
He is my reft, my fure relief. 

‘Thy light and truth fhall guide me fill; 
Thy word fhall my befl. thoughts employ, 
And lead me to thine holy hull, 

My God, my moft exceeding joy | 


> ma » 


nA 


oC 


LEROY ee Tey nh athe ee 
Psa cM XLIV.1,2,3,8,15—26. Common Metre. {tJ 
The church's complaint in persecution. 
I Ryde we have heard thy works of old, 
Thy works of power and grace, 
When to our ears our fathers told 
The wonders of their days. i 
2 How thou didft build thy churches here, — 
And make thy gofpel Known ; : 
Amongft them did thine arm appear, 
Thy. light and glory shone. 
3 In God they boatfted all the day ; 
And in a cheerful throng 
Did thoufands meet to praife and pray, ee 
And grace was all their fong. as 
4 But now our fouls are feiz’d with fhame, 
. __Confufion fills our face, 
To hear the enemy blafpheme, 
'_ And fools reproach thy grace. 
5 Yet have we not forgot our God, 
Nor falfely dealt with Heay’n 5 


. a ‘i ] oe ae) ee 
$0 PSALM 45. : 
Nor have our fteps declin’d the road * 
Of duty thou haft giv'ny - 
6 Though dragons ail around ns roar 
With their deftruétive breath, 
And thine ewn hand has bruis’d us fi eae, 6 
Hard by the gates of death. eta 
PAUSE. oe ry 
7 Weare expos’d all day to die 
As martyrs for thy caufe, whe 
As theep, for laughter bound, we lie, — 
By harp and bloody laws. ‘ 
8 Awake, arife, almighty Lord! 
Why fleeps thy worted grace? (> 
Why fhould we look Jike men abhorr’d, 
Or banith’d from thy face?” ‘ 
g Wilt thou forever caft us off, 
And ftill nepleét our cries ? 
Forever hide thy heav’nly love — 
From our aflitted eyes? y 
zo Down to the duft our foul is bow’d 
And dies upon the ground ; Ags 
Rife for our help, rebuke the proud, ay Nye 
And all their pow’rs confound. eas 
11 Redeem us from perpetual fhame, ! 
Our Saviour and our God ; : ais, ( 
We plead the hosours of t Saks 
The merits of thy blo 


+ 


; = ; 5 biprya der 
The glory of Chrift; rhe fiecefs 
ia “ hal Gentile chur 
ryt Y Saviourand my | 
‘Thy beauties are d 
Thy lips with bleflings ove 
And ev’ry grace is thine. 
2. Now make thy glory k 


3 Strike through thy ftubbc 
Or melt their hearts ? 
While juftice, ,meeknefs, g 

; Attend thy orig 13 Ww 


me eA 


4 


} 
6 


' 


3 


r¢ 


4 Thy theone 


PSALM 4s. 


Thy laws, O God, are rights 
Thy throne thall ever fland : 
And thy victorious gofpel proves 
A iceptre in thy, band.» 
{Thy Father-and thy God + 
lath without meafure fthed 

His Spirit, like a joytul ou, 

T' anoint thy facred head.] 
{ Behold, at thy right hang 
The Gentile church is feen, 

Like a fair bride in rich attire, 

_. And princes guard the queen. } 
Fair bride, receive his love: 
Forget thy father’s houte ; 

Forfake thy gods, thy idol gods, 
And pay thy Lord thy vows. 

O let thy God and King. ~ 
Thy fweetelt thoughts employ 1 

Thy children ball bis honours fing 

{n palaces of joy. é 


’ Psatm XLM. Common Metre. [x] 
The perfonal glories and government of Chrift. 
rte {peak the honours of my King: 

His form divinely fair ; 
None of the fons of mortal race 
May with the L 


1 
A pea 
ik 
sithy' choices “"'it-. 
God, thy foul thall fil 
jar, joys. ©". 
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$2 PSALM 45. - 
Psatm XLV. xf Part. Long Metre. [XX] 
The ghry of Chrift, and power of bis gofpel. 
I N° be my heart infpir’d to ting 
The glories of my faviour King, 
efus the Lord, how heav’nly fair 
lis form! how bright his beauties are ! 

2 O’er all the fons ofhumanrace 
He /bines with a fuperior grace; 
Love from his lips divinely flows, e 
And bleffingsall his ftate compofe. * 

3 Drefs thee in arms, moft mighty Lord! 
Gird on the terror of thy fword! 

In majetty and glory ride, ¥ 
With truth and meeknefs at thy fide. © 

4 Thine anger, like a pointed dart, he. 
Shall! pierce the foes of ftubborn heart; 
Or words of mercy, Kind and fweet, — 
Shall melt the rebels at thy feet. 

5 Thy throne, O God, forever ftands, |» 

_ Grace is the fceptre in'thy hands ; - 


4 


ros 


He comes with bleffings 

And wins the nations to 

2 Athis right hand, our eye 
The queen, array’d in pur 
‘The world admires her he; y 
Her robe of joy and righteoufne 

3 He forms her beauties like his own 
He calls and feats her near his 
Fair ftranger, let thine t 
The idols of thy native ftal 

4 So thall the Ki 

In thee the far 


PSALM 46. 83 


Let him be lov’d, and yet ador’d, On 
Forshe's thy Maker and thy Lord. 

$s O happy hour, when thou fhalt rife 
To bis fair palace in the fkies, 
And all thy fons, (a num’rous train) 
Each like a prince in glory reign, 

6 Let endlefs honours crown his head; 

’ Let ev’ry age his praifes fpread; 
While we, with cheerful fongs, approve 
The condefcenfions of his love. 


PsatM XLVI. 1ff Pert. Long Metre. = [K] 
The churchs fafety and triumph among national de/ola- 
tions. 

I OD is the refuge of his faints, 
When ftorms of fharp diftrefs invade; 
Ere we can offer our complaints, 
Behold him prefent with his aid. ° 


2 Let mountains from their feats be hurl’d 
Down to the deep, and bury’d there ; 
Convulfions fhake the folid world, 

Our faith fhall never yield to fear. 


3 Loud may the troubled ocean roar; 
In facred peace our fouls abide, 
While ev’ry nation, ev’ry fhore 

_ Trembles, and dreads the {welling tide. 

4 There is a ftream, whofe gentle flow 
Supplies the city of our God ; Heth tee 
Life, love, and joy ftillgliding through, 
And wat’ring our divine abode. : 

gs That facred ftream, thine holy word, 
That all our raging fear controls: +4 
Sweet peace thy promissaetiord, \s 
And give new ftrength to fainting fouls. 

6 Zion enjoys her Monarch’s love, 
Secure againi{t a threat’ning hour; 
Nor can fi r firm eapnderens move, 
Built on his truth, and arm’d with pow’r. 


PsauM XLVI./2d Pert, Long Metre. rx 
_ __—s- God fights for bis church, 
: Ez Zion inher King rejoice, =, 

’ tyrants rage, and kingdoms rife ; 
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He utters his almighty Voice, |. 4 9p 


The nations melt, the tumult dies 


The Lord of old for Jacob fought, 
And Jacob’s God js itillour aid: 
Behold the works his hand has wrought, ° 
What defolations he has mated Sie a 3 ; 
From fea to fea, through all the fhores, oy 
He makes the noife ore Bale ' 


is} 


w& 


attle ceafe ; 
When from on high his thunder roars; : 
He awes the Teri eMae world ie! asa tN whl 
He breaks the bow, he cuts thefpear, = 

. Char’ots he burns avith heav’nly flame ;. . 

Keep filence all the earth,and hear 19 = 
The found and glory of his name. ee 

“* Be fill, and learn that*-am God; © © * 
“<P ll be exalted over the lands, ao ee ©, 
** T will be known amd. fear’d abroady =~ » 
*« But {till my throne in Zion flands.” fo} 


© Lord of Hofts, almighty oe ; ae 
well, . 
f per 


ie oe 
y 


aN 
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While we fo near thy prefence 
Our faith fhall fet fecure, and ee Meo n> 
Defiance to the gates of hell. 5 ARO te boa 
Pt gh nt ee 
- Psatm XLVIL Common Metre: [x] .” 
Chrift af ending .nd reigging, 
c FOR a fhout oe ae PR Ee 
Lo God the fov'reign 
Let ev'ry land their 


Attend him. riling thi 

With trumpet’s joy 

3 While angels fhout a PF 

Let mortals learn the : Sa 

Let all the earth his hono ae 
O’er all the earth he re bane” 

4 Rehearfe his praife with a 

Let knowledge lead the’ 

~ — Normock him with a fol 

' . Upon a thoughtlefs to: 

5 In Ifr’el ftood his anc 

He lov’d that ch 


ae 


PSALM 48. 85 


But now he calls the world his own, 
And heathens tafte his grace. 
6 The Gentile nations arethe Lord’s, 
There Abraham’s God is known, 
While pow’rs and princes, fhields and {words, 
Submit before his throne. 


BD oh ei OY. Uae eee Ea RE ca OR a 
Psaum XLVIII. ee aa na a Metre. |X] 
er, 1—8. 
The church is the bonour and fafety ofa nation, 
-x [(CVREAT is the Lord our God, 
And let his praife be great ; 
“He makes his churches his abode, 
His moft delightful feat. 
2. Thefe temples of his grace, 
How beautiful they ftand ! 
} The honours of our native place, 
And bulwarks of our land. ) 
3. InZion God is known, 
‘ A refuge in diftrefs 5 
How bright has his falvation fhone 
Through all her palaces. 
4 When kingsagaintt her join’d, 
And faw the Lord was there, 
Inwild confufion of thé mind, 
They fled with hafty fear. 
When navies, tall and proud, . 
Attempt to fpoil our peace, 
He fends his tempeft, roaring loud, 
And finks them in the feas. _ 
6  Ofthave our fathers told, 
Our eyes have often feen, 
How well our God fecures the fold 
, Where his own theep have been. 
» Inev’ry new diftrefs 
We'll to his houfe repair, 
We'll think upon his wondrous grace, 
And feek deliv’rance there. 


Psaum XLVIII. 2d Part. Short Metre. [*} 
Fhe MAM gfitse chine or, gofocPtver/bip and ord 
e beauty of the church ; or, gof/pel worfbip and order, 
1 Pak aty name is known ; : 
The mene declares thy praife ; 


86 PSALM 49. 


Thy faints, O Lord, before thy throne; t, 
‘Their fongs of honour ke ; 


2 With joy let Judah ttand © its: OM 
On Zion’s chofen hill, mh Aw al alia 
Proclaim the wonders of thy. hand ‘ 
And counfels of thy will ait ae 
3 Let flrangers walk around Ni : in 


The-city where we dwell, . 
(Compafs and view thine holy punt, ith ee 
And mark the building well ;° on 


4  Theordersof thy houfe, ~~ © See a ee 
The worfhip of thy court, ee 
The cheerful fongs, the folemn vom ee ‘eft = 


And make a fair report. — ty eh 

5. How decent and how wife }~ te Righty os .. 

How glorious to behold °Y ey: . 

* Beyond the pomp that chaps the eye 2. ¥s., 
And rites adorn’d with gold, . 5 * 

6 . The God we worthip now Pt AE 
Will guide us till wedie, —— ~ ay “ 

Will be our God while here below, © ay ie, 

And ours above the fky. — Sn cc aml 


Psatm XLIX. aff Pars Gainkion Meret} 
. 
a 


Ver. €—14 ~" rf 
Pride and death ; or, the vanity of life and riches. 
I HY doth the man of riches Srow a, 
To infotence and 1 prides 
To fee his wealth and honot 
With every rifing tide 


2 [Why doth he treat t aie 
ade of the felf- fame r 
And boaft as though his 5 
Ofbetter duft than they ?]> Ke 


3 Not all his treafures can procut 

His1ioul a fhort reprieve, — 

Redeem from death one guilty 
Or make his brother live. 

4 [Life i is a blefling can’t be fol 

The ranfom is too 

Juttice will ne'er be 

That man may ne 

5 He fees thebrutith a 

The tim’rous pen 


PSALM 49. sy 


Quit their poffeffions, clofe their eyes, 
And haften to the graves 
6 Yet?tis his inward thought and pride, — 
** My houfe hall ever {tand ; : 
‘© And that my name may long abide, 
“Plt give it to my land.” 
7) Vain are his thoughts, his hopes are loft; 
How foon his mem/’ry dies! ; 
His name is'written in the duft, 
Where his own carcafs lies. 
PA vis Bee 5 
8 ‘This is the folly of their way; _ 
'.. And yet their fons, as vain, 
« Approve the words their fathers fay, 
/ And aét their works again. 


g Men void of wifdom and of grace, 
- Jf honour raife them high, 

Live like the beaft, a thoughtlefs race, 
And like the beaft they. die. 

x0 [Laid in the grave like filly fheep, 
Death feeds upon them there, 

Till the laft trumpet breaks their fleep, 
‘In terror and defpair.j 


Psat XLIX. 24 Part. Com. Met. [X} 
Ver. 14, 15. Deuth and the vefurrecion. 
i » Gis fons of pride, that hate the juit, 
, And trample on the poor, : 
When death has brought you down to duft, 
Your pomp thall rife no more, 


2 The laft great day fhall change the {cene; 
“When will that hour appear ? 
When fhall the juft revive, and reign 
. O’er all that fcorn’d them here? 
3 God will my naked foul receive, De 
“When fep’rate from the fleth ; ‘ 
And break the prifon of the grave, — 
 raife my bones afreth. si 
4 Heav'n is my everlafting home : 
“ya h’ inheritance fure ; : 
Let men of pride their rage refume, 
~ Sut Pil repine no more. 


83 PSALM 49, 50. . 
Psatm XLIX. Long Metre. tb Le, 
The rich finner's death, and the faint’s vefurrection, 
i HY do the proud infult the poor, © ; 
And boaft the large eftates they have ? 
Bow vain are riches to fecure » * : 
Their haughty owners from the grave! 

2 They can’t redeem one hour from death, 
With all the wealth in which they trutt; 
Nor give a dying brother breath, Fs 
When God commands him down to duft. 

3 There the dark earth and difmal fhade 
Shall clafp their naked bodies round 


: 
2 é 


That fleth, fo delicately fed, : Mig ae 
Lies cold, and moulders in the ground, = 4 

4 Like thoughtlefs theep the finner dies, - ree 
Laid in the grave for worms to eat ; Aes 


The faints thall in the morning rife, - 
And find th’ oppreffor at their feet. he 
5 His honours perith in the duft, 1 a @ 
And pomp and beauty, birth and blood: 
That glorious day exalts thejuft{© > 
To full dominion o'er the proud. g 
6 My Saviour fhall my life reftore, ° 
And raife me from my dark abode: 
My fieth and foul thall part no more, » We 
But dwell forever near my God. 


jud, a a ae 
x aH tard hrone Me? 


The nations near the rifing f Ot ; 
And near the weftern fky. apt . 


2 No more fhall bold bla 
“ Judgment will ne’er 
No more abufe his long Pl 
To impudence and fin aio 
3 Thron’d on a cloud, o hallcome, 
Bright flames Ai is ‘ ” Sheek 
Thunder and darknefs, fire | torn es y 
Lead on the dreadful day, — cots | te 
4 Heav’n from above his call 
Attending angels come, 


e @ 


PSALM 59. Bg 


And earth and hell thall know and fear 
His juftice and their,deom. 


3 ‘* But gather all my faints,” he cries, 
“That made their peace with God 
** By the Redeemer’s facrifice, 
‘And feal’d it with his blood. 
“Their faith and works brought forth to light, 
j “* Shall make the world confefs 
» * My fentence of reward is ‘right, 
** And heav’n adore my grace.” 


Psaum L. 2d Part. Commen Metre. 0x] 
+ Ver, 8, 10, 11, 14, 15, 23. 
j Obedience is better thin facr ie. 
a HUS$ faith the Lord, ‘‘ The fpacious fields, 
P ‘© And flocks and herds:are mine; 
*€ O’er all the cattle of the hills 
“*T claim a right divine. 


* *©T atk no theep for facrifice, 

** Nor bullo ks burnt with’ fire ; 

** To hope and love, to pray and praife, 
*« 4s all that I require. 

“* Call upon me when trouble’s near, 
“My hand fhall fet thee free; 

vk Phen fhall thy thankful lips declare 
*« The honour due to me. 

' 4 ** The man that offers-humble praile, 

© He f lorifies me beft: . 

4* And thofe, that tread my holy ways, 
“« Shall my falvation taite.” 


PsauM L. 3d Parr. Common Metre. ics 
Ne judg 43) ye te: 
judgment pocrites. 
HEN rift to judgment fhall seioae 
And faints furround their L ord, 
He fs the nations to attend, 
And hear histawtul word. 
Si: Not fo the want of bullocks flain 
“Will T the je world reprove ; 
* Altars and rites and forms are vain; 
“* Without the fire of love. 
a? And what have hypocrites to do 
“Tob hag facrifice ? 


2 


" 


$9 


A 


5 


2" Psatm L. Long Metre. [BJ ~~ 


I 


wv 


~ 


nw 


_ And no deliv’rer dar 


«* They call my ftatutes juftand true, ~ 
*¢ But deal in theft and lies; ‘ 

“ Could you expect to fcape my fight, 
« And fin without control? 4. 

‘But I fhall bring your crimes to light, . 
‘With anguith in your foul’ 

Confider ye, that flight the Lord, © 
Before his wrath appeat ; ine: 

If once you fall beneath his fword,) |« 
There’s no deliv’rer there.» 


Hypocrify expofed. Pow 
Te Lord, the Judge, his churches warns; 
Let hypocrites attend and fear, — eae 
Who piace their hope in rites and forms, © 
But make not faith nor love their care. | 
Vile wretches dare rehearfe hisnmame ‘ 
With lips of falfehoodand deceit; 9 9 9 * 
A friend or brother they défame, 
And footh and flatter thofe they hate. . . 
They watch to do their neighbours wrong, 
Yet dare to feek their Maker’s face; . by ee 
‘They take his cov’nant on their tongue, ~~ 
But break his laws, abufe his grace. may 
To heav'n they lift their hands unclean, — 
Defii’d with luft, defil’d with blood ; 
By night they prattife ev’ry 
By day their mouths draw 
And while his judgments | 
They grow fecure and fin no 
They think he fleeps as well 
And put far off the dreadful | 
O dreadful hour, when Gad 
And fets their crimes before 
His wrath their, guilty fo 


PSALM 380. 91 


No more fhall atheifts mock his Jong delay ; 
His vengeance fleeps no more: Behold the day ! 
2 Behold! the Judge defcends;. his guards are nigh» 
Tempett and fire attend him down the {ky : 
Heay'’n, earth, and hell, draw near; let all things 
To hear his juftice, and the finner’s doom | come 
But gather firftt my faints (the Judge commands) 
*) Bring them, ye angels, from their diftant lands. 
3 Behold my cov’nant ftands forever good, 
seal’d by th’ eternal facrifice in blood, 
And fign’d with all their names; the Greek, the 
‘That paid the ancient worlhip, or the new ; [Jew, 
There’s no diftinction here; come, fpread their 
thrones, 
And near me feat my fav’rites and my fons. 
4 1, their almighty Saviour, and their God, 
Iam their judge: Ye heav’ns, proclaim abroad 
My jut eternal fentence, and declare 
Thole awful truths that finners dread to hear : 
Sinners in Zion, tremble and retire ; 
1 doomthe painted hypocrite to fire. 


5 Not forthe want of goats or bullocks flain, 
Do I condemn thee; bulls and goats are vain 
Without the flames of love : [n vain the {tore 
Of brutal off’rings that were mine before ; 
Mine are the tamer bealts and favage treed, [feed. 
Flocks, herds, and fields, and forefts where they 
6 If | were hungry, would I afk thee food? 
When did I thirf, or drink thy bullock’s blood ? 
Can I be flatter’d with thy cringing bows, 
Thy folemn chatt’rings, and fantatick vows? 
Are my eyes charm’d thy yeftments to behold, 
Glaring in gems, and gay in woven gold? ° 
_7 Unthinking wretch! how could’ft thou hope to 
A God, a >pirit, with fuch toys as thefe? [pleafe’ 
While, with my grace and ftatutes on thy tongue, 
Thou lov’ ft deceit, and doit thy brother wrongi 
In vain to’pious forms thy zeal preteads, 
‘Thiéves and adult’rers are thy chofen friends. 
% Silent I waited with long-fuff*ring love; 
But didft thou hope that I ould ne’er reprove ? 
And cherith fuch an impious thought within, 
That God the righteous would indulge thy fin? 


92 PSALM 50. 
Behold my terrors now; my thunders rel, 
And thy own crinies affright thy guilty foul. . 

9 Sinners, awake betiines; ye fools, be Wife ; 
Awake before this dreadful morning rife ; 
Change your vain thoughts, your crooked works 


amen \ 
Fly to the Saviour, make the Judge your friend ; 
Left like a lion his lat vengeance tear YS 

Your trembling fouls, and no deliv’rer near. ae: 


7 ‘ 


The laft judgment. wy 
I THE God of glory fends his fummons forth, ~ 


PsaLM L, 2d Part. Particular Metre. | 0 J 


Calls the fouth nations, and awakes the north ;, 
From ealt to weft his fov’reign orders fpread, 
Thro’ diftant worlds, and regions of the dead, 

The trumpet founds; hell trembles ; heav’n rejoices; 

Lift up your heads, ye faints, with cheerful voices. 

2 No more hall atheifts mock his long delay ; 

His vengeance tleeps no more: Behold the day! 
Behold the Judge defcends ; his guards are nigh; 
Tempeft and fire attend him down the fky. > 

When God appears, all nature hall adore him: | 

While finners tremble, faints rejoice ‘before him. 

3 ‘‘ Heav’n, earth, and hell, draw near y Let all 

things come, : Aen j 
*€ To hear my juttice, and the finner’s doom; 3 
* But gather firt my faints (the com 
“* Bring them, yeangels, from th un 
When Chrit returns, wake ev’r 
And thout, ye faints! he comes 


Se J 


** And fign’d with all their Greek, the’ 

*¢ That paid the ancient w new.’” 
There’s no diftinétio voices, 
And raife your hea Tejoices. .. 
5 ‘‘ Here (faith the Lord) ye 

thrones, : oe 
“« And near me feat my fay'ri ? 


PSALM 59. 93 ay 
} ; PAUSE THE FIRST 

6 “¥ am the Saviour, I th’ almighty God} 

‘*T am the Judge: Ye heav’ns proclaim abroad 

** My juft eternalfentence, and declare 
_ & Thole awful truths that finners dread to héar:” 
When God appears, all nature thall adore him: 
While finners tremble, faints rejoice before him. 


5 ‘6 Stand forth, thou bold blafphemer, and profane, 
«* Now feel.my. wrath, nor. call my threat/nings 


vain ; 

. “ Thou hypocrite, once dreft in faints’ attire, 
«1 doom thee, painted hypocrite, to fire.” 

‘ Jadgment proceeds 5 hell trembles; heav’n rejoices ; 
Lift up your heads, ye faints, with cheerful voices. 
% © Not for the want of goats or bullocks fiain. 

“ Dol condemn thee; bulls and goats are vain 

“ Without the flames of love: In vain the flore 

«© Of brutal off’rings that were mine before.”’ 
Earth is the Lord’s; all nature fhalladore him}; . 
While finners tremble, faints rejoice before him. 
9 “Tf I were hungry, would Lafk thee food: 

« Wheadid I net, or drink thy bullock’s blood ? 

‘“ Mine are the tamer beafts, and favage breed, 

“ Plocks, herds, and fields, and foretts where they 

” 


Allis the Lord’s, he rules the wide creation; _ 
Gives (inners vengeance, and the faints falvation. 
10 © Can I be flatter’d with thy cringing bows, 

_ Thy folemn arenes and fantaftick vows? 
‘* Are my eyes charm’d thy veltments to behold, 
“« Glaring in gems, and gay in woven gold?” 

God is the iter of hearts; no fair difguifes 

Can {creen the guilty when his vengeance rifess 
Pause THE SECOND. 


rr “ Unthinking wretch! how couldft thou hope to 
_ pleafe ‘ 

“« A God, a Spirit, with fuch toys as thefe? 

“ While with my grace and ftatutes on thy tongue, 

“Tho lov’ ft deceit, and dott thy brother wrong ” 
peas proceeds; helltrembles ; heav’n rejoices; 
‘Lift up your heads, ye faints, with cheerful voices. 
12 ‘‘ Ta vain to oe forms thy zea! pretends ; 

“ Thieves and adult’rers are thy chofen Friends: 


. f 
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‘* While the falfe flatt’rer at my altar waits, 

“His harden’d foul. diyine inftruétion hates." 
God is the Judge of hearts; no fair difguifes ~~. 

an fcreen the guilty when his vengeance rifes. © 
13 “ Silent I waited with long-fuff’ring love ; 

“‘ But did{t thou hope that | thould ne’erreprove ? 

“* And cherif fuch aa impious thought within, 

“€ That the All-Holy would indulge thy fin? 
See, God appears, all nature joins t’adore him ; | 
Judgment proceeds, and finners fall before him,’ . » 
44 “* Behold my terrors now; my thunders roll, ~ 

*€ And thy own crimes affright thy guilty foul. 

» “ Now like a lion thall my vengeance Lp , 

** Thy bleeding heart, and no eliv’rer ne it 7] 
Judgment concludes ; helltrembles; he*v?n rejoices ; - 
‘Lift up your heads, ye faints, with cheerful Voices. » 

EPIPHONEMA, Te i ea 
15 ‘€ Sinners, awake betimes; ye fools, be wife; 
.  “ Awake before this dreadful morning rife : 
“Change your. vain thoughts, your crooked 
works amend ; ba Ate te 

** Fly to the saviour, make the Judge our friend,” 
Then join, ye faints, wake ev’ry cheerful paflion; | 
When Chrift returns, he comes for your falvation. 


Psacm LI. cay {bi $ %y 


1 QHEW pity, Lord, fo M + 
WD Let eee Ves. on ay 


a 


1ft Part. Long 
t 


And make my guilty conf i 
Here on my heart the burde 
And patt offences pain 
Againft thy law, agai thy ce 
A, thowld thy iiganen ZrOw 
Tam condemn’d, but thou art ¢ 

‘ tn ars, 


PSALM sr. ' 95 


” Should {udden vengeance feize my breath, 
{ muft pronounce thoeault in death: 
And if my foul were fent to hell, 
Thy righteous law approves it well. 

6 Yet fave a trembling finner, Lord, 
Whofe hope, ftill hov’ring round thy word, - 
Would light om forme fweet promife there, 
Some fure fupport again? defpair 


Psaum LI. 2d Part. Long Metre. [b]} 
Original and aétual jin confeffed, 

1 eee! am vile, conceiv’d in fin ; 
And born unholy and unclean ; 
Sprung from the man, whofe. guilty fall 

 Corrupts the race, and taints us all. 
Soon as we draw our infant breath, 
The feeds of fin grow up for death ; 
Thy law demands a perfect heart ; 
But we’re defil’d in ev’ry part. 
[Great God, create my heart anew, 
And form my fpirit pure and true; 
_ O make me wife betimes, to {py 
My danger and my remedy. ]} 
Behold, I fall before thy face; 
My only refuge is thy grace: 
No outward forms can make me clean; 
Theleprofy lies deep within. - 
No bleeding bird, nor bleeding beaft, 
Nor hyffop branch, nor {prinkling prieft, 
Nor running brook, nor flood, nor fea, 
Can wah the difmal ftain away. é 
5 Jefius, my God, thy blood alone 
Hath pow’r fufficient to atone ; 
Thy blood can make me white as fnow; . 
No Jewith types could cleanfe me fo. ' 
) While guilt difturbs and breaks my peace) 
Nor flefh nor foul hath reft or eafe ; 
Lord, let me hear thy pard’ning voice, 
_And make my broken bones rejoice. 
‘ Psaum LI, 3d Parr. Long Metre. (bh) 
The backflider reftored 3 or, repentance and faith in 
the blood of Chrift. 
(CQ tHou 


Reo 


> Ww 


wr 


hear’ft when finners cry, 
l my crimes before thee lie, 


ee 


96 PSALM 51. 


Behold them not with angry look, % 
But blot their mem’ry from thy book. 
2 Create my nature pure within, 
And form my foul averfe to fin ; 
Let thy good Spirit ne’er depart, F. 
Nor hide thy prefence from my heart. 
3 I cannot live without thy light, 
Caft out and banifh’d from thy fight; * 
Thine holy joys, my God, reftore, = ake: F 
And guard me, that I fall no more. — sane" 
4 Though I have griev’d thy Spirit, Lord, 
His help and comfort fill affopd: 
And let a wretch come near thy throne, " 
To plead the merits of thy Som, “7 
5 A broken heart, my God, my King, ~ si 
Js all the facrifice I bring; eh 
The God of grace will ne’er defpife 
A broken heart for faerifice. : ae *, A 
6 My foul lies humbled in the duft, 
And owns thy dreadful fentence juft ; 
Look down, O Lord, with pitying eye, . f 
And fave the foul condemn’d to die. 
Then will I teach the world thy ways; ~ 
Sinners fhall Jearnthy fov’reign ei, 
Vil Jead them to my Sayviour’s b ood, © 


PSALM LI. se tft Pa 
Soh ad and aGiual fn 
rt L RD, I would fpr 
And guilt before thine eye 
Againtt thy late, ana hy g 
How high my crimes a 
2 Shoula’ft thou condemn 


And earth mu 


3 I from the ftock of Adan 
Unholy and unclean; 


. = $ 
ee . ene 
ob bate . aaa ; 
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All my original is fhame, 
And ali my nature fiti. 
4 Born ina world of guilt, I drew 
Contagion with my breath; 
_ And as my days advanc’d, I grew 
A jufter prey for death. 
5 Cleanfe me, O Lord, and cheer my foul 
With thy forgiving love; 
O make my broken fpirit whole, 
And bid my pains remove. 


6 Let not thy Spirit | quite depart, 


Nor drive me from thy face ; 


Beckiraers fhall addrefs thy throne, 
And turn to God again. 


Psat Ll, 2d Parr. Common Metre. (b)_ 
Ver. 14—17. 
Repentance and faith in the blood of Chrif- 
GOD of mercy, hear my eall, 
My load of be remove; 
Break down this Gi sonibigy wall 
“That bars me from thy love. 
2 Give me the prefence of thy grace, 
Then my rejoicing tongue 
Shall {peak aloud thy rig hteoufnels, 
And make thy praife my fong. 
3 No blood of goats, nor heifer flain, 
For fin couid e’er atone; 
The death of Chrift thall #ill remain. 
Sufficient and alone. 
4 A foul oppres’d with fin’s defert, 
My God will ne’er defpife : 
A humble groan, a broken heart, 
Is cur belt facrifice. 


57 


Psatm LILI. 4—6. ‘Compas Metre. (X] 
Vi ot and ae i perfecution, 


foes of Zion fools, 
lis Bexenr her faints? 


ay w 


a > _ 
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Do they not know her Saviour rules, 
: And pities her complaints? 
2 They fhall be feiz’d with fad furprife; 
For God’s. revenging arm " 
Scatters the bones of them thatrife ~ 4. 
To do his children harm, v be 
3 In vain the fons of Satan boaft vg Mga 
Of armies in-array ; ae 
When God has firtt difpers’d thejr hoft, 7 
They fall an eafy prey. pside 2 
4'O for a word from Zion's Kings. a 
Her captives to reftore! 7 009) ® 
Jacob, with all the tribes, thall fing, 
And Judah weep no more. — 


Psatm LV. Cemmon Metter ion 

Ver. 1—8, 16, 17, 18, 220. 

sues for the affliGed and vemipen. ‘oul, 

I D, my refuge, hear my cries; ” 

Behold my. flowing tears, = = 

For earth and hell my hurtdevife, — 
And triumph in my fears. 


2 Theirrage is levell’d at my life, ay 
My foul with guilt they load, 4 
And fill my thoughts with inward ftrife, 
To thake my hope in God. : 


3 With inward pais my heart-{trings found, 
I groan with ev’ry breath; 
Horror and fear befet me round 
Amongtt the thades of death. 


4 O were I like a feather’d dove, 
And innocence had wings ; i 
I’d fly, and make a long remove 
From all thefe reftlefs things. 


$ Let me to fome wild defart go, 
And find a peaceful home, _ 
Where ftorms of malice never blow, — 
Temptations never come. 


§ Vain hopes, and vain inventions all, ht 
ne eee se thier os i ae 

e mighty God, on whom T Ltn. a Bs 
Can fed me here as well, bi ASS pe 


PSALM 55. 99 
ey Pause. : 
7, By morning light ll feek his face, 
‘ie AE oon repeat.my cry , 
f The night hall hear me afk 
Cet. Nor will he long deny. 4 
«8 God fhall preferve my foul from fear, 
\ 4, Or thiéld’me when afraid ; 
Ten thoufand angels mutt ap 
Tf he comman their aid. 


his grace, © 
4 
2 


pear, 
‘91 tat my burdens onthe Lord, 
'. The Lord futtains thern all ; 
ee NV y courage refts upon his word, 
bo That faints thall never fall. 
“10 My higheft hopes thall not be vain: 
za My lips thall’ fpread his praife:. 
While cruel and deceitful'men 
» Scarce live out half their days, 


Po UErEr een 
Psatm LV Ver: I$—17,19,22. Short Metre. (b] 


Danzerous pro/perity ; 07, daily devotion encoura ed, 
ao LE finners fake their courfe, % 
# And choofe the wae to death; 


2° |My thoughts addrefs his throne, 
“* ©When morning brings the light ; 
T feek his bleffing ev’ry noen, 2 AN 
*) And pay my vows at night.) att 
(3) » Thou wilt regard my cries, 
~...-O my eternal Godt ei S. ae, 
~ While thnere Perith in furprife ag cr 
© Beneath thine angry rod. " 
14. Becatife they dwell at eafe, 
‘Yo And no fad changes feel, 
hey neither fear nor truft thy name, 
_~ Nor jearn to do thy will. 
S* But, with all my cares, 
¥¢ lean upon the Lord 3 
y burden on his arm, 


> 


n his word. 


Pies 


PSALM 56. . 


Psaum LVI. Common Metre. (x) ° , 

Deliverance frort oper fian and falfchood s 0 God’s 
care-of his people, in anjwer 10 faith and prayers» 

I THOU ! whofe juttice reigns.on high 

And makes th’ oppreffor ceale 5 "sabe 


490 


Behold how envious finners try ‘Yb 
To vex and break my peace my 
2 The fons of violence and lies | 
Join to devour me, Lord; hi iy ee 
But as my hourly dangers cHegt > x a. 
My refuge is thy word.” i ‘oa iw 
3 In God mott holy, juft and trey > Sa 
I have repos’d my trult; se 
Nor will I tear what flefhcan do, % : $ 
The offspring of the duit.” ae aL 
4 They wreit my words to mifchief till, P i 
Charge me with unknown faults} ; 
Mifchief doth all their counfels fill, we 
And malice all their thoughts) 7», 
5 Shall they efcape without thy frown? 4 
Mutt their devices ftand? = ie ee 
O caft the haughty finner doWh, °? ile vs 
And Jet him know thy hand! mY, 
Pa vs eee ree 
6 God counts the forrows of his faints, ~ 2, a ¥ 
‘Their ae affect his carsie sul Mag 3s 
ta book for my com De A. 
ce A ep oe 2 


Rar : % 
ottle for my tears. ek A otha Pe “9 
‘ he x - , #2 +. >} 
> When to thy throne I raife MEP O LL fe ey: 
The wicked fear and flees eS 


So fwiftis pray’r to reach tl fky, 
So near is God to me. ang 4 
$ In thee, moft holy, jut and t 
1 have repos’d my traft;— 
Nor will 1 fear what man can | 
Che offspring of the duit. 


9 ms folemn vows are On T 
‘Thou fhalt receiye u, 

I'll fing, ‘¢ How fait i 
“How righteous all @ 


10 Thou hat fecur’d my to 
O fet thy prifoner free: 


PSALM <7, 58: Of 
That heart and haad, and life and breath, 
' » | May be employ’d for thee. 


PsaumM LVil. Long Metre. [x] 
Praije for prot Bion, grace, and truth, « 
x Ni ¥_ God, in whom are ali the {prings 
4 Of Boundless love and grace unknown} 
Bide me beneath thy {preadin @ Wings, . 
Vill the dark cloud'ss overblown. 
zx Up to the heav’ns T fend my cry, 
The Lord will my de“res perform ; 
He fends his. angels from the tky, 
And faves-meé froni the threat’ning ftorm, 
|, & Bethou exalted; O my God! 
) febove the heawns, where angels dwell; 
‘iby pow’r'on earth be known abroad, 
» Pandland to land thy wonders tell. 
4 My heartis fix'd : My fong thall raife 
immortal honqurs to thy name ; 
Awake, my tongue, to found his praife, 
My tongue, the glory of my frame. 
§ High: o’er the earth his mercy reigns, 
find reaches to the utmofti{ky 3” 
His. truth to endiefs years remains, 
When lower worlds diffolve and die. 
® Be thon exalted, O my God! 
Above the heav’ns, where angels dwelf > 
' .Thy pow’r en earth be known abroad, 9» 
And land toland thy wonderstell. 
Psaum LVIE. Particular Metre. [yJ 
Warning to Magifivates. + 
z ODGES, who rule the world by laws, 
Will ye defpife the righteous caufe, = 
When th’ injur’d poor before you flands ? ~ 
Dare ye condemn the righteous poor, is 
And let rich inners feape feeute, " x 
While gold and greatnefs bribe your hands? 
2 Have ye forgot, or never knew, 
Phat God wilt fu ge the judges too ? 
High in the heav’ns his jurftice reigns; 
he rights of God, — | 
ld decrees xbroad, _ 
ni se in your chains. 


. . i, 
¥ J * i 
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3 A poifon’d arrow is your tongue, 
‘The arrow fharp, the poifon rong, © 


And death attends where’er it wounds: 


You hear no counfels, cries or tears; 
So the deaf adder ftops her ears 


Againf the pow’r of charming founds. 


» 4 Break out their teeth, eternal God, 
Thofe teeth of lionsdy’din blood, 


- 


And cruth the ferpents in the duft ;’ 
As empty chaff, when whirlwinds rife, 
Before the {weeping tempeft flies, 
So let their hopes and names be loft 
§ The Almighty thunders from the fky, 
Their grandeur melts, their titles die, 


As hills of fnow diffolve and run, 


Or {nails that perith in their flinic, 
Or births that come before their time, 
Vain births that never fee the fun. 
6 Thus fhall the vengeance of the Lord 
Safety and joy to faints afford; 
And all that hear fhall join and fay, 


«© Sure ng ak God that rules on high, 


“* A God that hears his children ery, 
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“* And will their fuff’rings well repay.” 


PsaLtm LX. 1--5, 10--12, Common Metre. Cb] 


* 


On 2 day ofhumiliation for dif: ppointments in war. 


I ORD, haft thou caft the nation off 2 


Mutt we for ever mourn 


Wilt thou indulgeimmortal wrath? 


Shall mercy ne’er return? 
2 The terror of one frown of thine - 


Melts all our ftrength away; 
Like men that‘totter, drunk with wine, — 
, \ Mi ’ 


We tremble in difmay. ° £ 


3 ‘* Our Zion trembles at thy 

“* And dreads thy lifted hanc 
“Oh, heal the people thou h 
« And fave the inking lat 

4 Lift up a banner in the field” 

Yor thofe that fear.thyt 

Save thy beloved with thy 

And put our foes to tha 


y 


PSALM 61, 62. yes 


sg Go with our armies to the fight, 
Like a confed’rate God ; 
In vain confed’rate pow rs unite 
Againft thy lifted rod. 
* 6 Our troops fhall gain a wide renown 
©. By thine affifting hand ; 
hy Tis God that beads the mighty ee 
*"Andemakes the feeble ftand. 


‘ om LX: Verte 1--6. Short Metre. tbl 
ma . Safety in God. 
WEES, overwhelm’d with grief, 
d My heart within me dies ; 
: e Helper far from all relief, 
» To heav’n I lift'mine eyes. 
) . Olead me to the rock 
~ «~ That’s high above my head, 
And make the covert of thy wings 
My fhelter and my fhade. 


3) ‘Within thy prefence, Lord, 
. For ever lll abide; © 
, Thou art the tow’r of my defence, 
‘ The refuge where Lhide. 9% 


4 Thow giveft me the lot 
» “© > Of thofe that fear thy name ; 
. * Ifendlefs life be their reward, . 
1 fhall poffefs the fame. 


OE a a re 
Psaum LXIB. Verfe 5--12. Long Metre. [XX] 
is truft in the bi taney or, faith in divine grace 

. and power. 
*MY fpirit looks to God alone ; 
My rock and refuge is his throne ; 
In all my fears, in ali my ftraits,, 
My fou! on his falvation waits. 

2 Truft him, ye faints, inall your ways, 
Pour out feo hearts before his face; 
When helpers fai), and foes invade, 
God is our zall fufficient aid. 

3 Falfe are the men of high degree, 

The bafer fort are vanity ; 
Laid in the balance, both appear 
Lighs as a puff of empty air. 


»” 
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4 Make hot increafing gold your trot, 

Nor fet your hearts on glitering dug; 

Why will you gratp the fleeting fmoke, 

And not believe what God has {poke ? - 

Once has his awful voice declar’d, 

Once andagain my ears have heard, 

“« All pow’r ts his eternal due ; eo 

‘* He mutt be fear’d and trufted too’. 

6 For fov’reign pow’r reigns not alone eRe 
Graceis a partner of the throne ; Pe 
Thy grace and juftice, mighty Lord, 
Shall well divide our laft reward. =) .* 


Psaum LXIII. iff Part. Common Metre. [%)} 
Verfe 1, 2, 5,3, 4. Lhe morning of a Lord's day. 
,; ARLY, my God, without delay, : a"? 
I hafte to feek thy face : ! 
My thirfly fpirit faints away, 
Without thy cheering grace. 4 
2 So pilgrims on the fchorching fand, ~~ 
Beneath a burning fky, PL 
Long fora cocling ftreainat hand, 
And they mutt drink or die. 
I’ve feen thy glory and thy pow’r 
3 Through all thy temple fut 3 : 
My God, repeat that heav’aly hour, 
That vifion fo divine es 
4 Not all the bleflings of a featt : 
Can pleafe my foul fo well, |’. ‘ts 
As when thy richer grace J tafe, 7 
And in thy prefence dwell. 
5 Not life itfelf, with all its joys, oe? 4 
Can my beft paflions moye, ? “f 
Or raife fo high my cheerful voices. 
As thy forgiving love. © @ 5.0 
6 This tilt may sai erpirin day, 
ll blefs my Godand King; Y 
Thus will T lift my hands to pray, eae 
And tune my lips to ings 


Psatm LXIM, 2¢ Part. Common M 
1 TT*WAS in the watches of t 


wa 


3 


rt as 


PSALM 63. 3054. 


) Ekept thy tovely face in fight 
 Amidtt the darkelt hour, 
» My fteth lay reftitg on my bed ; 
My tout arote on high ; ae 
“My God, my life, may bope,” I faid) 
** Bring thy falvation nigh? 
> My fpirit labours up thine hill, eG 
» And climbs the heavy nly road: ‘ Pe 
But thy right hand upholds me tit, are 
While 1 purfue my God. 
+ Lhy mercy itretches o’er my head rey 
‘the shadow of thy wings ; 
' My heart rejoices in thine aid ; 
My tongue awakes and fings. 


* 
Rut the deftroyers of my peace 
| Shall fret and rape in vain; 
Fhe tempter thall torevee ceafe . 
w And ail my: tins be thin. ais 
Thy fwerdthali give my foes to death, © 
And fend them down te dwell eZ 
In the dack caverns of the earth, % 
Or to the depths of hell. ~ sae ty EPS ‘ Wists 
Psarm LXUT ong Metre. 13x Diet? 
waging after God; or, the love of God better than life, 
G REAT God, indulge my humble claim a 
¥ Thow art my hope, my joy, iny reft ;_ 
The giories that compote thy name 2 ey 
Stand ail engag’d to make me bie fs 
Thou great and good, thou juit and wife, 
Thou art my Father and my God! Bike ae 
Andd am thine by facrad ties ; hoa Hd 
Thy fon, thy fetvant, bongit with blood.) os 
‘ith heart, aad eyes, and fifted hands, Laon 
he thee | longs wehee "odie Jey Sapa d has ys 
s travellers; inthirfty lands, peeps? 
; er the cooling water-brook, = ; Py 


dots 'ayd ek Ny face 


4 


it ge ‘My thirfty fainting foul ha 
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Could make me fo divinely bleft, — 
Or raife my cheerful paffions fo. ~ 
6 My life itfelf, without thy love, 
No tafte of pleafure could afford 
*T would but a tirefome burden prove, 
¥f I were banith’d from the Lobd: , ‘ 


4 Amidft the wakeful hours of night, a 


When bufy cares afflict my head, © 

One thought of thee gives new delight, 

And adds refrefhment to my bed.» * 
$ Ill liftmy hands, Ill raife my voice, ~ 

WhileI have breath to pray or praife ; 

This work fhall make nity heart rejoice, 

And {pend the remnant of my days. 


»Psatm LXIII. Short Metre. [hb] § 


' Seeking God. -— 
I Y God, permit my tongue 
This joy, to call thee mint 
And let my early criesprevail 
To tafte thy love divine. “i ~ 
Thy mercy does implore ; 
Not travellers, indefart lands, 
Can pant for water more. ot 


3 Within thy churches, Lord, 
I long to find my place 


Thy pow’r and glory to behold, ‘ é 


And feel thy quick’ning'grace. 
4 For life without thy love = = 
No relifh can afford ; ge * 
No joy can be bie os with ye “2 
To ferve and pleafethe Lord. | 
5  Tothee I lift my hands, — Sh 
And praife thee Be 
Not the rich dainties « 
Such food or pleafu 
6 In wakeful hours 


I call my God to} 
I think how wife thy counfel 
And all thy dealings 


4 © Since thou haft b 
To thee my'f 


ay I 
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And on thy watchful providence 
My cheerful hope relies, 
The thadow of thy wings 
My foul in fafety keeps : 
| I follow where my Father leads, 
_And he fupports my fteps. 


Psarm LXV. if Part. Long Metre. ({X] 
: Verfe 1--5. Public prayer and praife. 
r i ae praife of Zion waits for thee, \ 
My God ; and praife becomes thy houfe : 
‘There fhall thy faints thy glory fee, 
And there perform their public vows. 


2 O thou, whofe mercy bends the fkies 
To fave, when humble finners pray ; 
All lands to thee fhall lift their eyes, 
‘And iflands of the nothern fea. 

3 Againft my will my fins prevail, 

But grace -fhall purge away their ftain ; 
The blood of Chrift will never fail 
To wath my garments white again. 

4 Bleft isthe man whom thou fhalt choofe, 
And give him kind accefs to thee ; 
Give him a place within thy houfe, 
To tafte thy love divinely free. 

nie Pauses. 

5 Let Babel fear when Zion prays ; 
Babel prepare for long diftrefs, 

When Zion’s God himfelf arrays 
In terror, and in righteoutfiefs. 


6 With dreadful glory, God fulfils 
What bis afflicted faints requeft ; 
“And with almighty wrath reveals 
His love, to give his churches rett. 


7. Then thall the flocking nations run 

e«\ To Zign’s hill, and own their Lord ; 
The rijing and the fetting fun 

» Shall fee the Saviour’s name ador’d. 


PsaumM LXV, 2d Part. Long Metre [»*] 
Ver. 5—13. D oe providence in air, earth, and 
fea; or, theGod of nature and grace. 

HE God of our falvation hears 


r 
T'the groans of ‘Zion mix’d with tears ; 


} 


4 


- Sat sy Nati 2 


a The pathires fn 
The ti f eattley am 
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Yet when he comes with kind defigns, 
Through all the way his terfor fhines. 
2 On hin the race of man depemls, © © : 
Far as the carth’s remotett ends, 
Where the Creator’s name is kn 
By nature’s feeble light alone. 
sailors, that travel o'er the ere Pe. y 
Addréfs their frighted fouls to God, | 
When tempetts rage, and billows2'bar, 
At dréadful diftance from the thoke, ~ 
Ye bids the noify tempetts ceale 5 = 
He calms the raging crowd to peace, 
When a tuintitudus nation raves, — 
Wild as thé winds, aud Jotid as waves. . 
5 Whole kingdoms, thuken by thé form, 
He fettles in a peacefalforin; ~~ 
Mountains cRabliti’d by his hand, 
Firm on their old foundations Rand. 
6 Behold his enfigns i the Ky, oh vs 
New caniets blaze, and lighthihgs Ays : a 
The heathen lands, with twift furprife) _ ' 
From the bright horrers turn their eyes. 
At his command, the mofning Tag 
Smiles inthe eaft and teads the day= * 
He yuides the fun’s declining wiicels, 
Over the tops of weltern hills. 
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x0 The defart grows frei 
Abvaent od Sia a a 
é Vallie uty at Vor ey 
And neiahb'ring i 3 re ee 


There lambs 


Hy 


PSALM 65. 109 


x2 Thy works pronounce thy pow’r divine 5 
Over ewry fleld thy glories thine : t, 
Through ew’ry month thy gifts appear 5 
«Great God! thy goodnefs crowns the yea 

Ps4um LXV. tf Part. Common Metre. [% 
A praver-heaving God,and the Gentiles called: 
1 RAISE waits in Zion,.Lord, for thee ; 
There fhall our vows be paid.: 
Thou haft an ear when finners pray, 
All fie(h thall feek thine aid. 
2 Lord, our iniquities prevail, 
But pard’ning grace is thine : ‘ 
And thou wilt grant us pow’r and fill 
To conquer ev’ry fin. 
3 Bleft are the mén whom thou wilt choofe, 
To bring them near thy face ; 
Give them adwelling in thine houfe, 
To feaft upon thy grace. 
4 In anfw’ring what thy church requefts, 
Thy truth and terror thine, 
And works of dreadful righteoufnefs 
Fulfil thy kind defign. 
5 Thus fhall the wond’ring nations fee 
The Lord is good and juft : 
And diftantiiflands Ay to thee, 
And make thy name their truft. 
- 6 They dread thy glitt’ritig tokens, Lord, 
“When figns in heav’n appear ; * 
But they thall learn thy holy word, 
And lové as well.as fear. 


PsaumM LXV. 2d Purt. Common Metre. [Db] 

The providence of God in ait, earth, and fea; or, 

the blefing of rain. 

1 °TPXMS by thy ftrenigth the mountains ftand, 

God of eternal pow’r! 
The fet grows calm at thy command, 
- And tempefts ceafe to roar. 

2 The morning light and ev’ning fhade 
__Sueceflive comforts bring ; ni 
Thy plenteous fruits make harvelt glad, 

- Thy flow’rs adorn the {pring- 
3 Seafons and times, and moons and hours, 
”  Heav’n, earth, and air are thine ; 


- 


v/ 
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When clouds diftil in fruitful fhow’rs, 
The Author is divine. 
4 Thofe wand’ring cifternsin the fky, 
Borne by the winds around, 
With wat’ry treafures well fupply 
The furrows of the ground. 
5 The thirfty ridges drink their fill, 
And ranks of corn appear ; 
Thy ways abound with bleflings ail, 
‘Lhy goodnefs crowns the year. 


PsaLmM LXV. 3d Part. Common Metre. Oxl 
The i s ofthe [pring ; ory God gives rain. 
falm tor the Hufbandman. 
I E090: is the Lord, the heav’nly King, 
Who makes the earth his care ; ; 
Vifits the paflures ev'ry fpring, 
And bids the grafs appear. 
2 Theclouds, like rivers, rais’d on high, - 
Pour out, at thy command, 
Their wat’ry bleflings from the fky, ~ 
To cheer the thirfty land. 


3 The foften’d ridges of the field 
Permit the corn to fpring 3 
The vallies rich provifion yield, oe 


And the poor lab’rers fin Bid, tk vy 


4 The little hills, on ev’ry fi one 
Rejoice at falling fhow’rs ; Vs 


The meadows, drefs’d in all their pHise; o. 0 i 


Perfume the air with flow’rs. ery 


5 The barren clods, refreth’ d with rain, — z 
Promife a joyful ce ee 
The parche prune ook green aging. 
And raife the reaper’s hope. 
6 The various months th enpanels rer 
How bounteous are thy ways! 
The bleating flocks fpread o’er the erie 
And fhepherds fhout thy praifer sae. 


Psatm LXVI. 1f Part. Common Met 
Governing power and peak Or, our , gra 


err all ye Pee fee: 
Sing with a joyful ne 


; 


“J 


_ 8 Through wat’ry deeps and fiery ways, 


PSALM 66. 


_ With melody of found record i 
- His honours, and your joys. 
2 Say tothe power that fhakes the wet 
*« How terrible art thou ! 
“ Sinners before thy prefence fly, 
** Or at thy feet ee bow.” 


3 [Come, fee the wonders of our God, 
How glorious are his ways ! 
In Mofes’ hand he puts his rod, 
And cleaves the frighted feas. 
4 He made the ebbing channel dry, 
While Hr’el pafs’d the flood ; 
There did the church begin their j JOY» 
And triumph in their Gad.]} 
5 Herules by. his Tefittlefs might ; 
~ Will rebel mortals dare 
Provoke th’ Eternal to the fight, 
And tempt that dreadful war ? 


60 blefs our God, and never ceafe ; 


Ye faints, fulfil his praife ; 


He keeps onr life, maintains our peace, 


‘And guides our doubtful ways. 


7 Lord, thou haft prov’d our fuff’ring fouls, 


To make our graces fhine ; 


; ‘So. filver bears the burning coals, 


. The metal to refine. 


We march at thy command ; 


“Led to poffefs the promis’d place 


By thine unerring hand. 


Psaum LXVI. 2d Part. Common Metre. 


Mig 


Od 


Ver. 13—20. Praife to God for bear 1g prayer. 


1 OW {hall my folemn vows be pai 
4 To that almighty Pow’r, 
_ That heard the long requefts I made 
In my diftrefsful hour. 
2 My lips and cheerful heart prepare 
o make his mercies known; 
Come, ye that fear my God, and hear 
The wonders he has done. 
4 When on my head huge f arcowaiell, 
I fought hisheav'nly aid; 


vs . 
itz ‘  *PSALM&67, 68. 
He fav’d my linking foul from het, 
Ana death’s eternal thude. ; 
4 lf at lay cover’d thiny heart, ees ro @ alli 
vhule pray’r employ; *d my ten , . 
Ay he: Lord had fhewa meno regard, 


’ “ 
Nor-This praues fung. us ol 
5 But God (his name be ever let) hag 
as ten my {pivit free, is < 
Nor turn’d irom him my peor requelt, un?) eR 


Nor turn’d his heart from me.” 


Psatm LXV il. Common Metre. tx “ 
| The nation’s profpertey, and whe church's increafe. 

1 QHINE, nnigaty.Ged, on this our land, 
With beams of heavy? nlysgrace; 
Reveal thy pow’r through all our ne, > 

And thew tly fmiling face, ™ vad 
2 [Amidit our States, exalted high ~ 
Do thou our glory ftand, * 
~ And like a wall of guardian fire, ~~. & 
Surround the fav’rite land.) 9 7 9 
3 When fhall thy name, from hore to thore, ees 
Sound all the earth abroad, wht 5 
And diftant nations Know and leve "I or. e 
Their Saviour and their God? 5 ee 

4 Sing to the Lord, ye diftant lands, bed ¥ 

* sing loadawith {olen voice 
W hile thaokfal sate As 

And grateful hearis¥ oe 

* 5 He, the great Lord, the fo 
That otsenthron’d above, 

Wifely commands the 
Tu juflice and, ese. 

6 Earth thal} obey 

Ant yield a, 

Ovr Ged with fort ‘a 

With fruitfu! tnefsa 

7 God the Redeemer | 

His choice® favor 

While the crestion’s 
Shall fee, adc 
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As fmoke, that fought to cloud the fkies, 
Before the rifimmg tempett flies. 

2 {He comes array’d in burning flames ; 
Juftice and vengeance are his names: 
Behold his fainting foes expire, 
Like melting wax before the fire.] 
He rides and thunders through the fky ; 
His name, JeHOvaH, founds on high : 
Sing to his name, ye fons of grace; 
Ye faints, rejoice before his face. 

4 The widow and the Fatherlefs 

, Bly to his aid in fharp diftrefs;. 

. In him the poor and helplefs find 
“A judge that’s jut, a father kind. 

He brakes the captive’s heavy chain, 

And pris’ners fee the light again ;, 

But rebels, that difpute his will, 

Shall dwell in chains and darknefs fill. 
‘ “. PAUSE. 

6 Kingdoms and thrones to God belong; 
Crown him, ye nations, in your fong : 
His wondrous names and pow’rs rehearfe ; 
His honours fhall enrich your verfe. 

‘y He fhakes the heav’ns with loud alarms ; 
How terrible is God in arms ; 
In Ifr’el are his mercies known, 
Ifr’el is his peculiar throne. 


8 Proclaim him king, pronounce him bletft ; 
He’s your detence, your joy, your reft : 

When terrors rife, and nations faint, 

God is the ftrength of ev’ry faint. 


Bees ts ate er ee creme 
PsaALM LXVIII. 2d Part. Long Metre. [XX] 
Ver. 17, 18. 

Chrift’s afcenfion and the gift of the Spirit. 

ond, when thou didft afcend on high, 
Ten thoufand angels fill’d the fky : 
_. Thofe heav’nly guards around thee wait, 
Like chariots, that attend thy ftate. 


2 Not Sinai’s mountain could appear : 

More glorious when the Lord was there; 
While he a anieapa dreadful law, 
And {truck the chofen tribes with awe. 


K2 
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3 How bright the triumph none can tell, 
When the rebellious pow’rs of hell, 
That thoufand fouls had captive made, 
Were all in chains like captives led. 

4 Rais’d by his Father to the throne, » 
He fent the promis’d *piritdown, — 
With gifts and grace for rebel men, 
That God might dwell on earth again. 


Eo re 

Psatm LXVIII. 34 Part. Long Metre. [%*) 
Vers 19, 9, 20--22- . yp 

Praife for temporal Haha: or, common and fpivit~ ~ 
WW Beles th Lord, the Ait, the eed 

E efs the Lord, thejutt, the gooa, 

Who fills our hearts with joy and food ; 
Who pours his bleflings from the fkies; _ 
And loads our days with rich fupplies. 

3 Hefends the fun his circuit round, » 

To cheer the fruits, to warm the ground ;._ 
He bids theclouds, with plenteous rain, - 
Refreth the thirfty earth again. 

3 ’Tis to his care we owe our breath, + 
And all our near efcapes from death : a 
Satety and health to God belong; 
He helps the weak, and guards the ftrong. 

4 He makes the faint and finner prove ° 
The common bleflings of his love; a 
But the wide diffrence that remains _ 

Is endlefs joys, or endlefs pains. 

5 The Lord, that bruis’d the ferpent’s head, 

On all the ferpent’s feed fhall tread ; 
The ftubborn fio nee Nan confound, 
And fmite him witha lafting wound. ~ 

6 But his right hand his faints ‘hall raife 
From the deep earth, or deeper feasj - 
Andbring them to his courts above; 
There fhall they tafte his fpecial love. _ 

PsauM LXIX, 1-214. 54 

_ The fufferings of Cor 
a Sn AVE me, Q $ 
_ Break in 
‘« | fink, and forrows 
“4 Like mighty w 


PSALM 69. img 


zs ‘Tery till all my voice be gone; 
“In tears I wafte the day ; 
«* My God, behold my longing eyes, 
** And (horten thy delay. 
4 ‘* They hate my foul without a caufe, 
*« And {till their number grows 
*¢ More than the hairs around my head, 
‘¢ And mighty are my foes. 
««?Twas then I paid the dreadful debt, 
*¢That men could never pay, 
** And gave thofe honours to thy law, 
€* Which finners took away.” 
Thus, in the great Mefliah’s name, 
The royal prophet mourns ; 
Thus he awakes our hearts to grief, 
Aad gives us joy by turns. 
‘*¢ Now fhall the faints rejoice, and find 
*¢ Salvation in my name, 
** For I have borne their heavy load 
** Of forrow, pain, and fhame. 
‘* Grief, like a garment, cloth’d me round, 
*¢ And fackcloth was my drefs, 
$¢ While I procur’d for naked fouls 
** A robe of righteoufnefs. 
* Amongft my brethren and the Jews, 
* Tlikea ftranger ftood, 
** And bore their vile reproach, to bring 
‘¢ The Gentiles near to God. 
9 “1 came in finful mortals’ ftead 
“To do my Father’s wilk ; 
** Yet, when { cleans’d my Father’s houfe, | 
<¢ They feandaliz’d my zeal, es 
10 * ay and my holy groans 
** Were made the drunkard’s fong ; 
*¢ But God, from his celeftial throne, 
** Heard my complaining tongue. 
xt ‘* He fav’d me from the dreadful deep, 
‘* Nor let my foul be drown’d ; 
“He rais’d and fix’d my {inking feet 
** On well-eftablifh’d ground, 
32 “? Twas in a moft accepted hour, 
** My pray’r arofe on high, * 


> 
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~ 
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ad ,  P3ALM 63.) 
“And, for my fake, my God fhall hear ~ 
** The dying finner’s cry.” Hike 


Psatm LXEX. 2¢ Part’ Common Metre. (5) 
Ver. 1421, 25, 20; 32. 


The paffion and exaltation of Chrift. ‘5 — 
1 ®WTOW let our lips, with holy fear — Shree 
IN And mournful pleafure, ing ~ 
The faff'rings of our great High-Prieft,? - 
The forrows of our King- % 4. 
2 He finks in floads of deep diftrefs ; ae 
How high the waters rife ! tes i ~ Se a 
While to his heav’nly Father's ear . ee P 
“He fends perpetual cries. See tet | 
3 “ Hear me,O Lord, and fave thy Son, shite om” 
« Nov hide thy fhining faces 
“Why thould thy fav’rite look likeone 
«* Porfaken of thy grace ?, +> iY a » 


«¢ With rage they perfecute the man. al 
«That groans beneath thy wound, 9 
«¢ While for a facrifice I pour > pes 2 
‘* My life upon the grounds a i ¥ 8 
5 «They tread my honour to the duft, - 5 wee ee 
« And laugh when | complain; = 
«Their fharp infulting flandersadd » 
(4 de Preth anguith to my paims, ¢ Re A 
6 “ Ail my reproach is known to thee, =~ Poy - 
The fcandal andthe fhameje) 
** Reproach hashicke iy bleeding " 


And lies defil’d my at 
Dkk Bak Tlook’d for pity, buts eee 
Bea okt My kindred are my ie: 


6 T atk my friends for ¢ 
But meet with no re 
_ 3 “ With vinegar they me 
y GS “The give me gall 
: ae nee porting wit Pe 

They triumph 
o Shine into my di 


CO 
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ro “<T fhallarife to praife thy name, 
“* Shall reign in worlds unknown} 
“And thy falvation, O my God, 
© shali feat me on thy sbrouer® 


Psaum LXIX. 3d Part. Common Metre. 0x] 
Chriji’s obedionce and death; er, Gal glorified, and 
: finners faved. 
2 FPATHER! I fing thy wondrous grace, 
I blefs my Saviour’s name; 
He bought falvation for the poor, 
And bore the finner’s thame, 
2 His deep diftrefS has rais’d us high; 
His dutyand his zeal 
Pulfill’d the law which mortals broke, 
And finifh’d all thy will, ~ 
3 His dying groans, his living fongs 
Shall coher pleafe m Ged, e 
' Than harp or trumpet’s folemn found, 
Than goats’ or builocks’ blood. 


4 This fhall his humble follow’rs fee, 
And fet their hearts at rett ; 
They by his death draw near to thee, 
And live forever bleft.  < 
5 Let heav’n, and all that dwell on high, 
To God their-voices raife, 
While lands and feas:aflitt the fky, 
And join v advance his praife. 


_ 6 Zion is thine, moft holy God; 


Thy Son thall blefS her gates; 
And glory, purchas’d by his: blood, LW Ee 
For thine own Ifr’el waits, rita 


Psatm L4IX. 1ff Part. Long Metre.{b} 
~ Chrif's paffion and finners' falvation. ~~ 
! EEP in our hearts let us record rote ‘ 

The deeperforrows of our Lord ; 
Behold! the rifing billows roll, ’ 
To overwhelm his holy foul... 


\'2 In long complaints he — his breath, 


_ While hofts of hell, and pow’rs of death, 
And all the fons of malice join». - ; 
To execute Ripscuct delign- 


Se 
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3, Yet, gracious God, thy pow’r and love 
Have made the curfe a blefling prove ; 
‘Vhofe dreadful fuff’rings of thy Son 
Aton’d for fins which we had done. 


4 The pangs of our expiring Lord 
The honours of thy taw reftor’d : 
His forrows made thy juftice known, 
And paid for follies not his own. : 
5 O! forhis fake our guilt forgive, " 
And let the mourning finner live; ° 
The Lord will hear us in his name; 
Nor fhall our hope be turn’d to fhame- 


ee 
PsaLmM LXIX, 2d Part. Long Metre.(D] ~ 
Ver. 4, &c. Chrif's fufferings and zeal. 
1 6 Baie’ for our fake, eternal God, 
Thy Son fuftain’d that heavy load 
Of bafe reproach and fore difgrace, 
And fhame defil’d his facred face. me 
2 The Jews, his brethren and his kin, © = 
Abus’d the man that check’d their fin : 
While he fulfill’d thy holy laws, 
They hate him, but without a caufe. _ g 
3 [‘ My Father’s houfe,” faid he, ‘was made .-. 
‘¢ A place for worfhip, not for trade ;” 
Then fcatt’ring all their gold and brafs, 
He fcourg’d the merchants from theplace.] ~ 
4 [Zeal for the temple of his Go & ; 
Confum’d his life, expos’d his blood: =~ 
Reproaches at thy glory thrown. 
He felt, and mourn’d them as his own.} 
5 [His freinds forfook, his follow'rs fled, a 
While foesandarms furround his head; =~ 
They curfe him witha fland’roustongue, — 
And the falfe judge maintains ye Fs 
a 


6)His life they load with hateful I 
And charge his lips with blafpher 


7 {Wretches, with hearts as h 
Infult his piety and groan 
Gall was the food ead ga 
And mock'd his thir(t with 
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8 But God beheld, and from his throne 
Marks out the men that hate his Son ; 
The hand that rais’d him from the dead 
Shall pour due vengeance en their head. 


Tan ee a ey 
Psatm LXXI.1f Part. Common Metre. [bd] 
Ver, 5--9. The aged faint’s refiePion and hope. 
I M* God, my eyeniatling hope, 
{live upon thy truth : 
Thine hands have heid my childhood up, 
And ftrengthen’dall my youth: 
a My fleth was fathion’d by thy pow’r, 
With all thefe limbs of mine ; 
And from my mother’s painful hour, 
I’ve been entirely thine. 
3 Still has my life new wonders feen, 
Repeated ev’ry year : 
Behold my days thatyet remain, 
I truft them to thy care. 
4, Caft me not off when flrength declines, 
When hoary hairs arife ; ‘ 
And round me let thy glory thine, 
Whene’er thy fervant dies. 
5 Then in the hif?ry of my age, 
When men review my days, 
They'll read thy love in ev’ry page, 
In ev’ry line thy praife. 


Psartm LXXI, 24 Part. Common Metre. [*] 
Ver. 15, 14, 16, 23, 22, 24, 
Chrift our flrength and righteoufne/s, 
i Y Saviour, my Almighty Friend, 
When I begin thy praife, 
Where will the growing numbers end, 
The numbers of thy grace ? 
2 Thou art my everlafting truft, 
_ Thy goodnefs I adore ! 
And fince I knew thy graces firft, 
Ifpeak thy glories more. * 
» 3 My feet thall travel all the length a) 
Ae the oy road, 
nd march with courage in thy ftrengt!; 
To fee my Father God. 
4 When] am fill’d with fore cs{trefe 
For fome furprifing fin, sie 
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lt plead thy perfect righteoufnefs, ~ 
And mention. none but thine. 
5 How will my lips rejoice to tell’ 
The vict’ries of my King! 
My foul, redeem’d from fin and hell, 
Shall thy falvation fing. 
6 [My tongue fhall all the day proclaim 
My Saviour and my God; 
His death has brought my foes to fhame,~ 
And drown’d them in his blood. ~ 
» Awake, awake, my tuneful pow’rs; ~ 
With this delightful fong 
T’}l entertain the darkett hours, 
Nox think the feafon long. } 


Psarm LXXkl. 3d Part. Common Metre. {b) 
er. 1721. 
The aged Chriffian’s prayer and fone; or, old age 
is death, My ihe po fo do . si 
‘Gh of my childhood and my ome 3 
The guide of all my days, hanes 
I have declar’d thy heav’nly truth, = 
And told thy wondrous ways. ee 


2 Wilt thou forfake my hoary hairs, ty 


And leave my fainting heart? tk Dag 
Who fhall fuftain my finking years, 
If God my ftrength depart ? rt i 


3 Let me thy pow’r and truth prodane ye 

To the furviving age = Sele PP 
And leave a favour of thy nz nN 

When I fhall quit the 

4 The land of filence and of d 

Attends my next remove; 

O may thefe poor remains of 

Teach the wide world tk 


‘af Paus 


5 Thy righteoufnefs is deep a 
Unfearchable thy deeds; 


bf ext | fpreads bo 4 ae ae Me 


my praife 
6 Oft have I heard 
And oft e 
But when thy 
Thy grace wi my 


PSALM 7:2. ar 


7 By long experience have I known 
hy fov’reign pow’r to fave; 
At thy command I venture down 
Securely to the grave. 


$ When I lie bury’d deep in duft, 
My fleth fhall be thy care; 
Thefe with’ring limbs with thee I truft, 
To raife them ftrong and fair, 


Psatm LX XI. 1f Part. Long Metre. {x] 
The kingdom of Chrift. sy 
I REAT God, whofe univerfal {way . 
The known and unknown worlds obey, 
Now give the kingdom to thy Son, 
xtend his pow’r, exalt his throne. 


2 Thy fceptre well becomes his hands, 
All heay’n fabmits to his commands ; 
His juffice fhall avenge the peor, 

And pride and rage prevail no more, 

3 With pow’r he vindicates the jutt, 

And treads th’ oppreffor in the duit: 
His worthip and his fear fhall laft, 
Till hours, and years, and time be paft, 


4 As rain on meadows newly mown, 
So fhail he fend his influence down; 
His grace on fainting fouls diftils, 
Like heav’nly dew on thirfty hills. 

5 The heathen lands, that lie beneath 

- The thades of overfpreading death, 
Revive at his firft dawning light, 
And defarts bloffom at the fight. 

6 The faints thalt flourith in his days, 
Dreft in the robes of joy and praife ; 
Peace, like a river, from his throne 
Shall flow to nations yet unknown. 


is kingdom ftretch from thore to fhore, 

{ no more. 

2 [Behold! the aap with their kings, 
» And cutee ¥ beft tribute brings ; 


x 


a 
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From north to fouth the princes meet 
To pay their homage at his feet. t 

3 There Perfia, glorious to behold, — 
There India fhines in Eaftern.gold; 

_ And barb’rous nations, at his word, 
Submit, and bow, and own their Lord.j_ 

4 For him fhall endlefs pray’r be made, 
And praifes throng-te crown his head; 
His name, fike {weet perfume, thall rife 
With ev’ry morning facrifice. wy 

5 People, and’realmsofewry tongue '* = J 
Dwellon his love with fweeteftfong 5 
And infant voices fhall proclaim = ~~ 
Thetr early bicilings on his name. ~ 

6 Bleffings abound whereer he reigns 5 ~~ 
The pris’aer’ leaps to loefe his chains; y 
The weary find eternal reft,” Natt A 
And atl the fons of want are bleft) 9 > 

7 [Where he difplays his healing powr, 

-” Death and the cuffe are known no'more >” ii 
In him the tribes of Adam boafty” 4) "5 
More bleftings than their father loft. <>” 

8 Let ev'ry creature rife and bring ~~ 
Peculiar honours to our King ; Se 
Angels defcerd with fongs again, ah 
And earth repeit the long amen.] ; 


" 


Psatm LAXILL. 
Ajtided faints happy, and pr 
I OW Vm cenvine’d the: 

To men of heart Gncere, 
Yet once my foolith thoughts repir 


_~ Bow pleafant 


ij 3 * With well-fed flefh an 
. ‘© They Jay their | 
6 Againft the heav’ 

_ © While faints in 

4 “Tn vain J lifem 
And cleanfe 
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*¢ For I am chaften’d all the day, 
“<The night renews my pain.’’ 


5 Yet while my tongue indulg’d complaints, 


I felt my heart reprove ; 
“* Sure I thall thus offend thy faints, 
** And grieve the men I love.” 
© But fill I found my doubts too hard, 
The confliét too fevere, ' 
Till L retir’d to fearch thy word, 
Aud learn thy fecrets there. : 
7- There, as in fome prophetieé glafs, . 
I faw the finner’s feet r 
High mounted on a ilipp’ry place, 
Befide a fiery pit. 
% I heard the wretch profanely boatft, 
TilLat thy. frown he fell ; 
is honours in a dream were loft, 
And he awakes in hell. ~ 
9 Lord, what an envious fool I was ! 
How like a thonghtlefs beat! 
Thus to fufpeét thy promis’d grace, 
And think the wicked bleft | 


10 Yet I waskept from fell def; pair, 
Upheld by pow’r unknown : 


That bleffed hand, that broke the {nare 


Shall guide me to thy throne, 


wa OD, my ay ag and my hope, 


My help for ever near, 
Thine arm of mercy held me up, 
When finking in defpair. - 


Psatm LXXIII- 2d Part. Common Metre. 
Ver. 23—28. Gad our portion here and bereafter. 


2 Thy counfels, Lord, ®all guide my feer’ 


hrough this dark wildernefs ; 
Thine hand condu& me near thy feat; 
To dwell before thy face. . 
3 Were I in heav’n without my God, 
*Twould be-no joy to me ; 
And whilft this earth is my abode, 
I long for none but thee. ire 
4 What if the {prings of life were broke, 
And flefe and heartthould faint! 


‘ 
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God is my foul’s eternal rock, 
The ftrength of ev’ry faint. + 


5 Behold the finners, that remove * 
Far from thy prefence, die ; 
Not all the idot gods Mig love 
Can fave them when they cry. 
6 But to draw near to thee, my God, 
Shall be my {weet employ ; 
My tongue fhall found thy works abroad, 
* And tell the world my joy- 


S LA te 
PsauM LXXILi. Long Metre. [b] 
Ver. 22,3, 6, 17-20. The profperity of finners 
curfed, 
1 TORU: what a thoughtlefs wretch was I, 
To mourn, and murmur, and repine 
To fee the wicked plac’d on high, 
In pride and robes of honour fhine ! 
2 But, O their end, their dreadful end t 
Thy fanctuary taught me fo: — 
On flipp’ry rocks I fee them ftand, 
And fiery billows roll below. 
3 Now let them boaft how tall they rife, 
Vil never envy them agaih, 
There they may ftand with haughty eyes, 
Till they plunge deep in endlefs pain. 
4 Their fancy’d joys, how faft they flee! 
jut like a dream when man awakes 5 
heir fongs of fofteft harmony 
Are but a preface to their plagues. 
3 Now I efteem their mirth and wine 
Too dear to purchafe with my. blood; | 
Lord, ’tis enough that thon art mine, ~ 
My life, my portion, and my God. 


Psaum LXXI{1, Short Metre. [b} 
| The myflery of providence unfolded. " 


t URE there’s a righteous God, | 
Nor is religion vain 5 
Saree men of vice may 
And men of grace complain. 
2 Tfaw the wickedrifey 
And felt my heart repineés 
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While haughty fools, with {edrnfal eyes, 
In robes of honour fhine, 
{Pamper’d with wanton eafe, 
Their fleth looks full and fair : 
Their wealth rolls in hike flowing feas, 
And grows without their care. 
4 Free fromthe plagues and pains ». 
That pious fouls endure, 
Through all their hte oppreffion reigns, 
And racks the humble poor. 
5 Their impidus tongues blafpheme 
The SAN ysor od 3 
Their malice blaits the good man’s name, 
And fpreads their lies:abroad, 
6 But I, with flowing tears, 
Indulg’d my doubts to rife ; 
“* Ts thene a God that fees or hears 
“* The things below the fkies ?” , 
7 The tumults of my thought 
Held me in hard fufpentfe, 
Till to thy boufe my feet were brought, 
To learn thy juftice thence. 
8 ‘Thy word with light and pow’r 
Did my miftakes amend ; - 
I view’d the finners’ lives before, 
But here I learnt their end. 
9 On what a flipp’ry ftee 
‘dhe thoughtlefs wretches go : 
And O that dreadful fiery deep, 
That waits their fall below | 
to Lord, atthy feet I bow, 
My thoughts no more repine ; 
I call my God my portionnow, 
And all my pow’rs are thine. 


,Psatm LXXIV. Common Metre. (b] 
The churéh pleading with God under fore perfecution, 
x Wat God forever caft us cff 2 
His wrath forever {joke 

Jesalt the people of his love, - 

_ His little chofen flock ? evs 
2 Think of the tribes fo dearly bo ht — 

| With their mcteencks blogs ~ 
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Nor let thy Zion be forgot, 
Where once thy glory ftood. 


Lift up thy feet, and march in hafte, 
Aloud our ruin calls ; - 4 
See what.a wide and fearful wafte 
Is made within thy walls. 1) ae 
4 Where oncerthy churches pray’d and fang, 
Thy foes profanely roar’; ASTER 
Over thy gates their enfigns hang, 
Sad tokens of their pow’r, 
; (How are the feats of worthip broke } of 
They tear thy buildings down ; 
And he that deals the heaviett {troke, 
Procures the chief renown. 


With flames they threaten to deftroy 
Thy children in their nett ; : 
** Come, let us burn at once,’? they ery, » 

*¢ The temple‘and the prieft.?_ ; 
And ftill, to heighten our diftrefs, 
Thy prefence is withdrawn ; 
- Thy wonted figns of pow’r and grace, 
‘Thy pow’r and grace are gone. , 
No prophet fpeaks to calm our woes, © 
But ali the feers mourn ; ‘ 
‘There’s not a foul amongft us knows 
The timeof thy return. 
; PAUsk 
How long, eternal God ! how long 
Shall men of pride blafpheme} 
Shall faiats be made their endlefs fong, — 
And bearimmortal fhame ? whe 
10 Canftthou forever fitand hear 
Thine holy name profan’d ? ©)» 
And fill thy jealoufy forbear, ~*~ 
And fill withhold thine hand ?— 
it What ftrange deliv’rance haft thou 
In ageslongbefere! =» 
. And now no other God we ow 
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f nature thine, , 


43 Is not the wo 
The darknefs and the day ? 
Didit thou got bid the morning thine, 
And mark the fun his way ?- 
14 Hath not thy pow’r form’d ev’ry coaft, 
And‘fet the earth its bounds, 
With fummer’s heat, and winter’s feof, 
In their perpetual rounds ? 
as And fhall the fous of earth and duft 
That facred pow’r blafpheme ? 
Will not thy hand, that form’d them firft, 
Avenge thine injur’d.name ? 
16 Think en the cov’nant thou haft made, 
And all thy words of love: '“ 
Nor let the birds of prey invade 
And vex thy mourning dove. 
17 Our foes would triumph in eur blood, 
And make our hope their jet: 
Plead thine own caule, Almighty God, 
And give thy children reft. 


Psat LXXV. Long Metre. $X*} . 


Power and government from God alone. 
es 


I i thee, motft holy, and mot high, 
To thee we bring our thankful praife.; 
Thy works declare thy name is nigh, 
-Thy works of Wonder and of grace. 
2 ** To flav’ry doom’d, thy chofen fons 
* Beheld their foes triumphapt rife ; 
*€ And, fore opprefs’d by earthly thrones, 
_‘* They fought the Sovereign of the fkies. 


Ww 


‘* Arofe thy vengeance and thy grace, 

** To {courge their legions from the fhore, 

** And fave the remnant of thy race.” 
4 Let haughty finners fink their pride, 

Nor lift fo high their fcornful head ; 

But lay their foolith thoughts afide, f J 

And own the “‘ empire” God hath made, 
5 Such honours never come by chance, 

Nor do the winds promotion blow; __ 
_°Tis God the judge doth one advance, ~ 

’Tis God that lays another low. _ 


. 


‘©? Twas then, great God, with equal pow’r, ° 
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6 No vain pretence to royal birth @ 
Shall fix.a tyrant on the throne; 
God, the great fov’reign of the earth, 
Will rife, and make his juftice ie | 

1p. 


7 [His hand holds out the dreadful,cu 
f vengeance, mix’d with various plagues, 
‘To make the wicked drink them up, 
_ Wring out, and tafte the bitter dregs. 
8 Now thall the Lord exalt the juft : 
And while he tramples on the proud, 
And lays their glory in the duft, 
Our lips fhall fing his praife aloud.J 


Psatm LXXVI. Common Metre. [X] , 
Ifrael faved, and the Affyrians defivoyed ; or, God's 
vengeance againg bis enemies proceeds from bis church. 
x j be Judah Godof old was known ; 

His name in [ifrel great ; 
In Salem ftood his holy throne, 
And Zion was his feat. 


2 Among the praifes of his faints, 
His dwelling there he chofe ; : 
There he receiy’d their juft complaints * 
Againtt their haughty foes. : * 
3 From Zion went his dreadfulword, 
And broke the pa {pear, 
The bow, the arrows, and the fword, 
And crufh’d th’ Affyrian war. 
4 What are the earth’s wide kingdoms elfe 
But mighty hills of prey B, ; 
The hill on which Jehovah dwells - 
Is glorious more than they. — 
5 ’Twas Zion’s King that ftopp’d the breath $ 
Of captains and their bands: =, : 
The men of might flept faft in death, Oe 
And never found their hands, 
6 At thy rebuke, O Jacob’s God, - ’ 
Both horfe and chariot fell! — 
Who knows the terrors of thy rod! — 
Thy vengeance, who can tel ee. 
y What pow’r can fland before thy figt 
When once thy wrath appears? 
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When heav’n fhines round with dreadful light, 
The edrth lies {till and fears, 
§ When God, in his own fow’reign Ways, 
Comes down to fave th’ opprefs’d, 
The wrath of mah thall work his praife, 
And he’ll reftrain the xréit. 
9 [Vow to the Lofd, and tribute bring ; 
Ye princes, fear his frown: 
His terrors fhaké the protidelt king, 
And cut an army down. 
10 The thutider of his Marp rébuke 
Our haughty foes Mall feel : 
For Jacob’s God Hath not forfook, 
_, But dwells in Zion fill] WE 


PsauM LXXVIL. if Part, Com. Metre. {b] 
__ Melancholy afjanhing, avd hope prevailing, 
a TT? God I cry’ with mournful voices 
1 fought his gracious ear, 
In the fad day when troubles rofe, 
And fill’d my héart with fear. 
2 Sad were my days; and dark my night 
My foul refus’d relief; ; tis 
I thought on God, the juft and wife, 
But thoughts increas’d my. grief. 
3 Still I complain’d, and fill opprefs'd, 
My heart began to break : 
My God, thy wrath forbad my. réft, 
And kept my eyes awake, 
4 My.overwhelming forrows grew 
fill I could fpeak no more ; 
Then I within myfelf withdrew, 
And call’d thy judgments o’er. 
5 Icall’d back years and ancient times, 
When I beheld thy face ; 
My fpirit fearch’d for fecret crimes, 
That might withhold thy grace. 
6 Icall’d thy mercies to my mind, 
Which 1 enjoy'd before: 6. 
And will the Lord no more be kind 
His face appear no more ? PX 
7 Willhe forevercaft me off? > 
His promife ever fail 2 


' 


130 PSALM 47. ’ 
Has he forgot his tender love? 
Shall anger till prevail? , 
$ But I forbid this hopelefs thought, 
This dark, defpairing frames.» © 
Rememb’ring what thy hand hath wrought ; 
Thy hand is ftill the fame. 
9 Vl think again of all. thy ways), 
And talk thy wonders o’er, 4s 
ao wonders of recov’Fing grace; . 
Then flefh could hope no more. . 
10 Grace dwells with juitice on the throne; 
And men, that love thy word, . 
Have in thy fanétuary known ‘ 
The counfels of the Lord. = 
Peau LXXVII. ad Parh. Com. Metre-[ D4 
Comfort derived from ancient providences 5 07> Ifrael 
delivered from Egypt, and brought 7 Canaan. 
Wa We awful is thy chaff&ing rod?” 
(May thine own children fay) e 
“ The great; the wife, the dreadful jodt 
** How holy‘is his way 1?" wees 
2 I’ll meditate his works of old’; 
The King who reigns above, 
ll hear his ancient wonders told, ° 
‘And learn to trinft his leve. — , _ 
3 Long did the houfe of Jofephlie 
With Egypt’s yoke opprefe'd 3°" 
Long he delay’d to hear their eryy 7 
Nor gave his-people reff. a tal 2% 
4 The fons of good old Jacob feem’a a 
‘Abandon’d to their foes3" Sp ueen 
But his almighty arm redeem’d) 
The nation that he chofe 7 #2" 
5 Ifrzel, his people andhis theepy "~~ 
Mutt follow where he calls3 
He bade them venture gh f 
- And made the waves the 


fj 


6 The waters faw th 


i 
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Terrors attend the wondrous way 
That brings thy mercies down, 
8 [Thy voice, with terror in the found, °. 
‘Through clouds and darknefs broke ; 
All heav’n in lightning fhone around, 
And earth with thunder fhook. 
9 Thine arrows through the fky were hurl’d : 
How glorious is the Lord | 
Surprife and trembling feiz’d the world, 
And his own faints ador’d. : 


10 He gave them water from the rock, 
And fafe, by Mofes’ hand, 
Through a dry defart led: his flock 
Home to the promis’d land. } 


PsatmM LXXVIII. 1 Part. Common. Metre. (XJ 
Providences of God recorded: ov, pious education and 
inftrulion of children. 

i ET childvén hear the mighty deeds 
Which God perform'd of old; * 
Which in our'youngervyears we faw, 
And which our fathers told. 
2 He bids us make-his glories known ; 
His works of power and grace; 
* . And we'll convey his: wonders down, 
Through every rifing race. 
3 Cur lips thall tell ¢hem to our fons, e 
And they again to their’s ; 
That generations get unborn 
May teach them to their heirs. 
4 This thall they learn in God alone 
' Their hope fecurely. ftands ; 
* That they may ne’er forget his works, 
But practife his commands. 


Psatm LXXVIII. 2d Part. Com. Metre. 1b]. 
Tfrael’s rebellion and punifbment ; or, the fins and 
; _ chaftifements of God’s people. frase 
I WHAT a ftiff rebellious houie Calg, 

- Was Jacob’sancient race! f 
Falfe to their own moft folemn VOWS, - 
And to their Maker’s grace. - Eyl ye 
2 They broke the cov’nant of his love, * 
And did his laws defpife, | 


ae 
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Forgot the works he wrought to prove 
His pow’r before their eyes. 
3 They faw the plagues on Eayet a 
From his avenging hand; 
What dreadtul to eae of his mi 
Spread o’er that ftubborn’ feat 
4 They faw him cleave the mighty fea, 
And march in fafety throu 
With wat?ry walls to guard 't cir ways 
Till they had *{cap’d the foe. 
5 A wondrous pillar mark’d the road, 
5 Comes’ d of fhade and light; 
By day it proy’d a fhelt’ring cloud, | 
A leading fire by night. 
6 He from the rock their thirft fupply’d ; ’ 
The guthing waters fell, 
And ran in rivers by their fide, 
A conftant miracle. 
7 Yet they provok’d the Lord moft high, 
And dar’d diftruft his hand ; 
‘© Can he with bread our hofts fupply 
“ Amidtt this defart land ?” 
8 The Lord with indignation heard, 
And caus’d his wrath to flame; * 
His terrors ever ftand prepar’d 
To vindicate his name. 

PsaLM \_XXWIII. 3¢ Pare. Com. Metre. [*} 
The punifhment of luxury and intemperance; or, chaf- 
tifement and falvation. 

I WHE Ifr’el fins, the Lord repreves, 
And fills their hearts with dread; * 
Yet he forgives the men he loves, 
And fends them heav’nly bread. “iy 
2 He fed them with a lib’ral reg 4 aster) 
F And made ut Ri yeah viene ‘ 
e gave the midnight clo scomman 
Tense provition do wi mt 
_ 3 The manna, like a iB ns: fhow’r, or 
Lay thick around their iene Es 
The corn of heav’n, g 
_ As though “roan 's* m 
4 Butt they in mu lang: 
fannie is a 
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3 ‘* Be thou my Prophet, thou my Prieft ; 

“Thy children thall be ever bleft ; 
*«Thou art my'chofen King 3 thy throne © Cab 
** Shall ftand eternal, like my own, =. * 

4 ‘* There’s none of all my fonsabove 
“© So. much my image or my love; ; 
“* Celeftial powr’s thy fubjects are : f 
“< Then what can earth to thee compare ? ie 

mer David, my fervant, whom I chofe, 

~ “Yo guard my flock, to crufh my foes, 
*« And rais’d him to the Jewifh throne, 
‘* Was but a fhadow of my Son.” 

6 Now let the church rejoice and fing a ah 
Jefus her Saviour and her King; 
Angels his heav’nly wonders fhow, 6s 

. And faints declare his works below. ~ 


Psatm LXXXIX.1f Part. Common Metre. [X] 
_ > The faithfulnefs of God, a 
i M* never-cealing fongs fhall {how 
The mercies of the Lord ; | 
And make fucceeding ages know 
How faithful is-his word. : 


2 The facred truths his lips prenourice. 
_. Shall firm as heav’n endure : _ 
_ And if he fpeak 4 promife once, 
Th’ eternal grace is fure. 4 Roo 
3 How long the race of Davidheld 
The promis’d Jewifh throne! 


ard 


< 
ae 


But there’s a nobler cov’nant fe 
To David’s greater son. _ 
4 His feed forever ‘hall poffefs 
throne above the fkies; 
' The meaneft fubject of his grace — 
s Shall to that glory rife. | 
5 Lord God of Hotts, thy wondro 
Are fung by faints above 
faints on earth their hon 
nchaaging love, 
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His high commands with rev’rence hear, 
And tremble at his word. filet 
2 How terrible thy glories be! ; 
. How bright thine armies fhine! * ee 
Where is the pow’r that vies with thee? 
| Or truth compar’d with thine? 


-3 The northern pole and fouthern reft — 
On thy fupporting hand; - 
Darknefs and day from eaft to weft 
' Meve round at thy command, ‘ , 
4 Thy words the raging winds control, 
And rule the boift’rous deep; ,; 
Thou mak’ft the fleeping billows fol, _ 
The rolling billows fleep. 
: 5 Heav’n, earth, and air, and fed are thine, 


— 


«And the dark world of hell; 
How did thine arm in vengeange fhine, 
_ When Egypt durft rebel | 
6 Juftice and judgment are thy throne; 
3 Yet wondrous is thy grace; 
While truth and mercy, join’d in one, 
Invite us near thy face, __ pide 
; . Hevih ca? 
> Psaum LXXXIX. 3¢ Part. Cominon Metre psd 
As __ Ver. 15, &c. A bleh Gofpel. ‘ 
I Bet are the fouls that hear pee know 
The —aawilet ye be found; © ne 
Peace fhall attend the paths they go, 
’ And light their fteps furround, — « 


a 


ue ifr'el,.t 
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se Sinners, behold your helpislaid => 
“© On my Almighty Son, Pe 
2 “ Behold the man my wifdom chofe 
“* Among your mortal race; 
“¢ His head my holy oil o’erflowsy a 
“The Spirit of my grace. \ ¢: 
Enh ‘High fhall, he reign on David's throne, . 
“« My people's better King; ~ 
sf ‘ My arm fall beat his rivals down, 
© And ftill new fubjects bring. 
4 My truth thall guard him in his way, ‘Tr 
ef With mercy by his fide, . 
«¢ While in my name, through earth and fea, 
¢¢ Be (hall in triumph ride. « 


5 “Me for his Father and his God 
* 6 He fhali for ever own, 
“© Call me his rock, his high. abode, 
«And Vil{upport my Son. 
6 * My firft-bdrn Sony array’d in graces 
“+ At my right hatid fhall fit; 
“« Beneath him angels know their place, 
“© And monarchs at his fete Ms. a: 
“« My cov’nant fands forever fatt 5 : 
nies Pavey! promifes are ftron 
‘ Pirm asthe heav’ns his. throne fall lf iN: 
‘His feed endure aslong.” ta) 


PSALM LXX XIX. sth Part. Common Mare, fb] 
Ver. 30, &c. 
The covenant ‘of grace unchangeable ; or, abhi ions 
without rejedion. > 
ET, thei the ee if Da 


e children of 
ald b break my laws, abu! 
nd tempt san ih st 
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“¢ And what eternal love hath fpoke, - 
“¢ Eternal truth hall bind. 
4 ** Once have 1 fworn, (I need no more) 
«¢ And pledg’d my holinefs,. 
“© To feal the facred promife fure 
To David and his race. 


5 “ The fun fhall fee his offspring rife, — ~ 
~ And fpread from fea to fea, hi 
“¢ Long as he travels round the tkies, 
*¢ To give the nations day. ot-a8 
6 ‘Sure as the moon, that rifles the night. 
_ His kingdom shall endure, 
“ Till the fix’d laws of fhade and light 
‘€ Shall be obferv’d no more.” 


PsaALM LXXXIX. 2d Part. Long Metre. tb} 


Ver. 47, &c. Mortatity and bope- 
A funeral Pfalm.. 
z 5 eating Lord, our mortal ftate, 
How frail our lite! how fhort the date! 
Where is the man that draws his breath 
Safe from difeafe, fecure from death? _ 
2 Lord, while we fee whole nations die, 
Our flefh and fenfe repine and cry, 
« Mutt death forever rage and reign? 
Or haltthou made mankind in vain ? 
3 ‘¢ Where is thy promife to thefult ? e 
« Are not thy fervants turn’d to duft?” 
But faith forbids thefe mournful fighs, 
And fees the fleeping duft arifé. ~ 7. h 
- 4 That glorious hour, that dreadful day, 
Wipes the reproach of faints away, 
And clears the honour of thy word: 
Awake, our fouls, and blefs the Lord. _ 


-Psatm LXXXIX. laf Part. Particular N - 
| fy Ws ee 
Life, death, and th y 

od 4 


\ 


- 
7 ie 


7 
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z Lord, thall it be forever faid,' 
“The race of man was only made » 
** Por ficknefs, forrow, and the duft 2” 
\ Are not thy fervants, day by day, See 
Sent to their graves, and turn to clay ? 
Lord, where’s thy kindnefs to the juft? - 


3 Haft.thow not promis’d to thy Son,.’ 
And all his feed, a heav’nly crown ? 
But flefh and fenfeindulge defpair : 
Forever bleffed be the Lord, ; 
That faith can read his holy word, 
And find a refurrection there. 
4 Forever bleffed be the Lord, px] 
_ Who gives his faints a long reward : s 
For all their toil, reproach and pain 3 
Let all below, andall above, | ‘ j 
Join to, proclaim thy wond’rous love, | 
And each repeat.a]oud amen, ~ 


Psatm XG. Long Metre. [b} 
Maz mortal, and God eternal. 
A mournful fong ata funeral. 
I 0 Ri ado ev’ry age, eternal God, 
Thou art our reft, our fafe abode ; 
High was thy throne ere heav’n was made, 
Or earththy humble foot(tool laid. 
2 Long hadtt thou reign’dere time began, 
Or duft was fathion’d into man; 4 haa 
And long thy kingdom fhallendure, 
When earth and time thall be no more. ote 
3 kg aah weak man, is borntodie, =. 5 
Made up of guilt and vanity: . 4 
«Thy dreadful fentence,' Lord, was juft, ie ae 
' Return, ye finners; to your duft? 
4 [Athoufand of our yearsamount. 
+ Scarce toa ay, in thine grtyant Bi AEA 
Like yefterday’s departed light, 
ite watch eel 1 1: 
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6 [Our age to feventy years is fet: - " 
_ How fhort the term ! how frail the ftate! . 

And if to eighty we arrive, i , 
We rather figh and groan than live. 

» But O how oft thy wrath appears, » i 
And cuts off our expected years 5 
Thy wrath awakes our humbledyead ;) ~ 
We fear the pow’r-that ftrikes us dead] 

8 Teach us, O Lord, how frail is man ! 
‘And kindly lengthen out our fpan, 
Till a wife care of piety 
Pit us to die and dwell with thee. . S 


Psatm XC, 1f Part, Common Metre,. a: | 
Ver.1—5. Man frail, and God eternal. 
i UR God, our help in agespaft, 
Our hope for years tocome, 
Our fhelter from the ftormy blaft,~ 7), 
And our eternal home. eRe Gite 
2 Under the thadow of thy throne ee 
‘Thy faints have dwelt fecure 5 Late? 
Sufficientis thine arm alone, yee 
And our defence is fure. ogee 


* 


3 Before the hills inorder ftoed, weed 
Or earth receiv’d her frame, Sige, tae 
‘From everlatting thou art God, ~ : oy > 
To endlefs years the fame. my YD; Fes 


6 [The bufy tribes of fet ¢ 


5 A thotfand ages, in thy fight; %? 


4 Thy word commands our Heth to duft, er. 
‘¢ Return, ye fons of men :” baa \: an} 
All nations rofe from earth at firft, ~~ “Y 
- And turn tocarth again.) 8 
Are like an evening gone 5. 
Short as the watch that ends the 
Before the rifing fun. ~ 


With all their lives and ¥ sa . 
Arecarried downwar 
_ And loft in following: 
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8 Like flow’ry fields the nation ftand, 
Pleas’d with the morning light : 
The flow’rs beneath the mower’s hand : 
Lie with’ring ere’tis night!]) » ~ 
9 Our God, our helpin ages patt, 
} Our hope for years to come, 
Be thou our guard while troubles laf, ° ‘ 
And our eternal home. i \ by 


Psatm XC, 2d Part. Common Metre. [0] 
} Ver. 8, I) 9y.10) #2- e% 
Infirmities and mortality the cffect of fin; or, life, o! 
y age, and preparation for death, ; 
I ORD, if thine eyesfurvey our faults, 
And juftice grows fevere, 
Thy dreadful wiath exceeds our thoughts, 
And burns beyond our fear. 
2 Thine anger turns our frame to duft : 
By one offence to thee, ~ _. ; 
Adam, with all his fons, have loft 
Their immortality. 
3 Life, like a vain amufement, flies, 
A fable or a fong ; i i What 
_ By fwift degrees our nature dies, . 
Nor can our joys be long. 
4 Tis but a few whofe days.amount ,; 
To Hopson hat and ten ; 


And al) bévyond that thort account _ 
Is forrgw, toil, and pain. 
5 {Our vitals, with laborious ftrife, © | — 
 * Bearup the crazy loads yee) a: 
And drag tifofe poor remains of life 
Along the tirefome road.J > Pas 
mighty God, reveal thy love, 
thy wrath alone; . 


4 Well, if our days muff 
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PsaLM XC. 3d Part. Common Metre. (b} 
Ver. 13, &c. Breathing after heaven. 


a ETURN, O God of love, return: 


Earth is a tirefome place ; 
How long fhall we thy children mourr 
“Our abfence from thy face ? 
2 Let heav’n fucceed our painful years,” 
Let fin and forrow ceafe ; F 
And in proportion to our tears, 
So make our joys increafe, 
3 Lhy wonders to thy fervants fhow, 
Make thine own work complete 5 
Then fhall our fouls thy glory know, 
And own thy love is great. 
4 Then hall we fhine before thy throne 
Int all thy beauty, Lord; ° 
And the poor fervice we have done 
Meet a divine reward. / 


PsaLM XC. Short Metre fb] 
Ver. 5, 10, 12. The frailty and fhortne/s of life. 
I LF: what a feeble peice ” 

Ts this our mortal frame ? 
Our life, how poor a trifle *tis, 
That fcarce deferves the name! 


_2 Alas! ’twas brittle clay — 


That built our body firft! 
And ev’ry month and ev’ry day Ve ; 
’Tis mould’ring back to dutft. S$ 
3 Our moments fly apace, sn 
Nor willour minutes ftay; ss - 
Jutt like a flood ourhafty days ‘3 
. Are fweeping us away. 


‘ , aN 
We’il keep their end in. th te 

We'll fpend them allin wifdom 
And let them fpeed their fl 
5  They’llwaft us fooner o'er 
_ This life’s tempeftuous fea 
Soon we fhall reach the peace 
. Of bleft eternity, 


Psaim XCI. Vv 


° 


< 


a 


‘ 


4 WE fons of men, a feeble race 
Y" Bs 
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' Shall walk allday beneath his fhade, 
And there at night fhall reft his head. 

2 Then will I fay, ‘‘ My God, thy pow’r 
Shall be my fortrefs and my tow’r:. 
“¢ J, that am form’d of feeble dutft, 

‘© Make thine almighty arm my truft.” 

3 Thrice happy man! thy Maker’s'care 


Shall keep thee from the fowler’s {nare ; 


Satan, the fowler, who betrays 
Unguarded fouls a thoufand ways. 


4 Juft asa hen protects her brood 


15t 


(From birds of prey that feek their blood) 


Under her feathers, fo the Lord 

Makes his ownarm his people’s guard, 
5 If burning beams of noon confpire 

Yo darta peftilential fire, 

God is their life, his wings are fpread 

To thield them witha healthful thade. 
6 Ifvapours, with malignant breath, 

Rifethick, and f{catter midnight death, 

Ifrael is fufe : the poifon’d air 

Guows pure, if uae God be there. 


AUSE- j 
47 What though a thoufand at thy fide, 
Atthy right hand ten thoufan dy’d? 
Thy God his chofen people faves, 
Amongtt the dead, amidit the graves. 
$ So when he fent his angei down 
To make his wrath in Egypt known, 
And flew their fons, his careful eye 
Patt all the doors of Jacob by. 
9° But if the fire, or plague, or fword, 
Receive commifiion from the Lord, - 
To (trike his faints among she rett, 


Their very pains and deaths are bleft. : 


10 The {word, the pettilence, or fire,” 


Prose nn from death, uard of ang 
: deliverance. 

os’d to ev'ry fnare, 

Fomh hs >. -e.? . *«* » i a , 


Shall! -but fulfil their beft defire j_ ery 
bie fins and forrows fet them free, Pee 
, Aas thy children, Lord, t thee. ais j 
~Psaum XCI. 9—16. | Comin 


152 PSALM - gz, * 
Come, make the Lord your dwelling place, 
And try, and truit his care. 
No ill fhall enter where you dwell ; 
Or if the plague come nigh, oe 
And {weep the wicked down to hell, 
*Twill raife his faints on high. 
He'll give his angels charge to keep 
Your feet in all their ways : 
To watch your pillow while you fi fieep, 
And guard your happy days. 
Their hands fhall bear you, left you fall 
And dafh againft the ftones 3 
‘Are they not fervants at his call, 
And fent#’ attend his fons? 
Adders and lions ye thall.tread 5 
The tempter’s wiles defeat ; . 
_ He that hath broke the ferpent’s Sean? 
Puts him beneath your feet. 
6 ‘“Becaufe on me they fet their loves 
‘Tl fave them (faith the Lord) » 
“*1"}] bear their joyful fowls above 
** Deftruétion, and the fword. 7 | 
7“ My grace fhall anfwer when they ‘call ; ; 
Jpn trouble Pll be nigh 
*€ My pow’r fhall help them when they fall, 
 “ And raife them when they die. 
_‘* Thofe that on earth my name have knows, ¢ 
‘“‘ 1’j] honour them in heav’n: ‘ 
‘* There my falvation fhall be thown, sn 
* And endlefs life be giv’n™ * 


Psalm XH. vt Part. Lon Metre: xy 

A Pfelm for the Lord's. day. T 
1 QWEET is the work, my God, my K 
To praife thy name, giveth 
To thew’ oy love by morning. 

And talk of ail thy trath at 
Bas Sweet is the day of facred ref 
No mortal cares fhall feize figs 0s - 
Egy mar nea 04 } .)* 


3 Me heart 
Aol Oe the 


N 
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2 There grow thy faints in faith and love, 


PSALM 92, ¢3. 53 
Thy works of grace, how bright they fhise ! 
How deep thy counfels! how divine ! ; 
4 Fools never raife their thoughts fo high 5, 


Like brutes they live, like brutes they die; P 


Like grafs they flourifh, till thy breath 
Biat them in everiafting death. 
5~ButL fhall thare a glorious part, 
When grace hath well refin’d my heart, 
And treth fupplies of joy are thed, 
Like holy oil, to cheer my head. 
6 Sin (my worftenemy before) 
Shall-_vex my eyes and ears no more 5 
My inward foes fhall all be ilain, 
_ Nor Satan breakgmy peace again. 
¢ Shen fhall f fee, and hear, and know, 
Ail  defir’d or wifh’d below ; 
And ev’ry pow’r find fweet employ 
In that eternal world of joy. 
PsaLM XCLL. 2d Part. Long Metre. Dx] 
Ver. 12, &c. ‘The church is the gardex wf God. 


? ORD, ’tis a pleafant thing to ftand 


In gardens planted by thy hand ; ‘ 
Let me within thy courts be {een 
Like a young cedar, ftefh and green, . 


left with thine influence from above ; 
ot Lebanon, with allits trees, 
Yields fuch a comely fight as thefe- 
3 The plants of grace fhall ever live ; 
Nature decays, but grace muft thrive) 
Time, that does all things elfe impair, 
Stil] makes them flourith ftrong and fair. 


Laden with fruits of age, they thew ~ 


‘The Lord is holy, jut and-true ; . «= 
None thatattend his gates fall find. __ 


fie 2 


A God antaithful or UNKIDG ag ePer ships ie 


a ~ Peau XCIIl. Long Metre. 


7% J * on Gt 


a 
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2 But ere this fpacious world was made, » 
Or had its firft foundation laid 
‘hy throne eternal ages ftood 

. Thyfelf the ever living God. 

3 Like floods the angry nations rife, 

And aim their rage againft the fkies ; 
Vain floods, that aim their rage fo high t 
At thy rebuke the billows die. ; 

4 Forever fhall thy throne endnre ; 
Lhy promife ftands forever fure ; 
And everlafting holinefs cae 
Becomes the dwellings of thy grace. 


Psaum XCIIl. 1ft Part. Particular Metre. (*] 
x 6 Bis Lord of glory reigns, he reigns on high = 
His robes of fate are flrength and majefty:: 
This wide creation rofe at his command, 
‘Built by his word, and *flablith’d:- by his hand : 
Long food his throne ere he began creation,. 
And his own Godhead is fh firm foundation. 
God is th? eternal Kings ‘Thy foes in vain 
‘_. Raife their rebellion ta confound thy reigns, 
¥n vain the ftorms, in vain the floods arife, — 
And roar, and tofs their waves againft the fkies : 
-. Foaming at heav’n, they rage with wild commotion, 
But heav’n’s high arches feernthe {welling ocean. 
Ye tempetts, rage no more ; ye floods, be ftill ; 
And the mad world fubmiflive te his will : 
Built on his truth, his church mutt ever ftand ; 
Firm are his promifes, ‘and frong his h 
See his own fons, when they appear. Be 
. Bow at his footftool, and with ear ado 


Psaum XCII. ad Pars. Partiou 
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PSALM 94. 155 
Before the ftarry {ky ; 
Eternal is thy kingdom, Lord. 
Tm vain the noify crowd, 
Like billows fierce and loud, 
Again{ft thine empire rage artd roar’: 
m-vain, with angry fpite, 
The furly nations fight, 
And dath like waves againft the fhore. 
' 4 Let floods and nations rage,’ 
And all their pow’rs engage: . 
Let {welling tides affault the fky 3. 
The terrors of thy frown 
Shall beat their madne{s down ; 
Thy throne forever ftands on high. 
5 Thy promifes are true, 
Thy grace is ever new : 
There fix’d, thy church fhall ne’er remove ; 
Thy faints with holy fear 
Shall in thy courts appear, 
And fing thine everlafting love, 


Repeat the fourth flanza, if neceflary. 
PsatMXCIV. iff Part. Common Metre. [b4 
CLs Ly fafa 4s ; ; 
Saints chaftifed, and fintiers deftroyed; or, inflrutive « 
aa r affliGions. 5 t 
1 , to whom revenge belongs, 
O Proclaim thy wrath Baty ‘ 
Let fov’reign pow’r redrefs our wrongs, 
Let juftice {mite the proud. 
2 They fay, ‘© The Lord nor fees nor hears ;” 
When will the fools be wife! 
Can he be deaf, who form’d their ears? 
Gr blind, who made their eyes? Pi eae 
3 He knows their impious thoughts are Vaing 
~ And they shall feel his pow’r; Beer ih 
His wrath fhall pierce their fouls with pain, 
. In fome furprifing hour. to 
4 But if thy faints deferve rebuke, . 
Thou hafta geptler rod; 
Thy providences and thy book a 
~ Shall make them know th ee Ga sity 
_ § Bleft is the man thy hands fife, 
And to his duty draw: et es 
EN, ; 2-5 oe 
ae. : M gee: malt 
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Thy fcourges mmke thy children wife, 
‘When they forget thy aw." 
6 But God will never caft off his faints, . 
Nor his own promie break; ~~~. 
He pardons his inheritance, othe 
“or their Redeemer’s fake. VPM 


Ver. titi: 
Ged our fupport and comfort; or, Nie, iy ah’ 
zemptation and perfzeution:. 
TARAS will arife and plead my right 
Againtt my num’rous foes? _ - 
~ While earth and hell their force unite, . * 
» And all my hopes oppofe. _ 
Had not the Lord, my rock, my ile, 
Suftain’d my fainting head, . 
My life had now in filence dwelt, - 
My foul amongft the deads 3 ae 
2 “ Alas! my fliding feet,” 1 ery’d 5 
‘Thy promife was my prop me 
Thy grace ftood conftatit by. my fide 
Thy Spirit bore me up. 


: \ 
4 While multitudes of mournful thoughts, j 
’ Within my bofom roll, 
Thy boundlefs love forgives my faults, 
Thy comforts cheer my foul, 
5 Pow’rs of iniquity may rife, 
And frame pernicious laws; as 
_ But God, my refutes wher the Akies, | 
He will defend my F ha 
6 Let malice vent her ra, 
Let bold blafj . 
The = pe our 


» 


PSALM 495. 


The Lord’s a God of boyndlefs might, 
The whole creation’s King. 
3 Let princes hear, let angels know, 
How mean their natures feem, 
Thofe gods on high, and gods below, 
When once compar’d with him. 
y. 4 Earth, with its caverns, dark and.deeps 
; Lies in his fpacious hand; 
He fix’d the feas what bounds to keep, 
And where the hills muft ftand. 
5 Come, and with humble fouls adore; 
Come, kneel before his fate ; 
O may the creatures of his pow’r 
Be children of his grace! 
6 Now is the time: he bends his ear, 
And waits for your requeft; 
Come, left he roufe his wrath, and fwear, 
** Ye thall not fee my rett.” yj 


Psatm XCV. ‘Short Metre. [X} 
A pfalm before fermon. 
I (GoM found his praife abroad, 
And hymns of glory fing ; 
Jehovah is the fov’reign God, 
The univerfal King. 
2 He form’d the deeps unknown; 
He gave the feas their bound ; 
The wat’ry worlds areall his own, 
And all the folid ground. 
3 Come, worfhip at his throne, 
Come, bow before the Lord: 
We are his works, and not our own, 
He form’d us by his word. 
4 To-day attend his voice, 
_ Nor dare provoke his rod ; 
Come, like the people of his choice, 
And own your gracious God, * 
5 Butif yourears refufe : re eae 


- The language of his grace,- ti 
And gehts. hard, like ftubborn Jews, 


That unbelieving race; 
6. The Lord, in vengeance dreft, 
| Wil ft his hand. andfwear, 


bi § Se 
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rs PSALM 95, 96.. | ; 


““ You that defpife my promis’d reft 
‘* Shall have no. portion there” 


Psaim: XCV. «a e9y Git. “Long. “Metre. [F} 
Canaan lof tirough snbeltefe or, a veaiog: 10 ae 
ing. Anners. 
x (OME, let owr Voices join to- raife . 
A facred fong of folemn pro ihe 

God isa fow’reign King, rehearfe . 

His honours in exalted verfe. Ghd SE: 
a Come, Jet our fouls addrefs the Lord, 

Who fram’d our natures with his word ¢ Eat 

He is our thepherd; we the theep ~ 

His mercy chofe, his paftures, keep. 
3 Come, let us hear his voice to-day, 

‘The counfels of his love obey ; ; ‘4s 
Nor let our harden’d hearts renew ie 
‘The fins and plagues that [fel knews 
Ifr’el, that faw his works of grace, 
‘Tempted their Maker to his facegy) 
A. faithle(s unbelieving brood, ~ 
That tir’d the patience of their God. - 
Thus faith the Lord, “* How falfe they provel” 
“¢ Forget my pow’r; abufe my 
«© Since they defpife my reft, I fweee 
** ‘Their feet fhall never enter there.’? ee, 
6 [Look back, my foul, with rw! oy. vt ai 
be view thofe ancient rebel Is dead; 

Attend the offer’d grace (ng 

Nor lofe the blefling by delay. 

Seize the kind promife, while it w 
And march to Zion’s heav’aly 
Believe, and take the | 
Obey, and ue forever bli 


PsaLm xCVI. 5 oe 
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3 Let heav’n proclaim the joyful day, 
_’ Joy through the earth be feen ;- 
Lét cities fhine in bright array, 
“And fields in cheertul green. 
4 Let an unufual joy furprife 
rhe iflands of the fea : 
Ye mountains ink, ye vallies rife, 
Prepare the Lord this way. 
5 Behold, he comes! he comes to blefs 
The nations as their God; 
To thew the world his righteoufnefs, 
And fend his truth abroad. 


' §€ But when his voice fhall raife the dead, 


And bid the world draw near, 
How will the guilty nations dread 
To fee their Judge appear! 


Psarm XCVI,. Particular Metre. [%].- 
The God of the Genttles. 
I bt all the earth their voices raife, 
To fing the choiceft pfalm of praife, 
To fing and blefs Jehovah’s name; _ 
His glory let the heathens know, 
His wonders to the nations fhow, . 
And all his faving works proclaim. 
2 The heathens know thy glory, Lord ; 
The wond’ring nations read thy word; — 
Among us is JEHovan known: 
Our worfhip fhall no more be paid | 
To gods which mortal hands have made; 
Our Maker is our Godalone. 
3 He fram’d the globe, he built the fky,- 5 
He made the fhining worlds on high, — ah 
And reigns complete in'glory theres) > 
His beams are majefty and light; = eS 


His beauties, how divinely bright! { 99. 
His temple, How divinely fair! = 
4 Come, the great day, the glorious hour, —— ay" 
~ When earth fha'l feel his favingpow’r, ©" 
-. And barb’rous nations fe rv Mine ee”. 
Then porn me 0 0 eds: 
Tire beauty of his holinefs a 
And ia his courts his gr i eed 


ay” 


: La 
16d PSALM 97. 
Psaum XCVII. 1f Part. Long Metre. [x] 


: Ver. 1—5. 
Chrifi reigning in heaven, and coming to judgment. 
t H& reigns, the Lord the Saviour reigns, 
Praife him in evangelic ftrains 
Let the whole earth in fongs rejoice, 
And diftant iflands join their voice. 
2 Deep are his counfels and unknown; __ 
But grace and truth fupport his throne: 
Though gloomy clouds his way furround, 
Juftice is their eternal ground. — 
3 In robes of judgment, lo, he comes! 
Shakes the wide earth andcleaves the tombs ; 
Before him burns devouring fire, 
The mountains melt, the feas retire. 
4 His enemies, with fore difmay, 
Fly from the fight, and fhun the day 5 
Then lift your heads, ye faints, on high, 
And fing, for your redemption’s nigh. 


Psaum XCVII. 2d Part. Long Metre. [X] 
Ver. 6—9. Chrif’s incarnatio 
z HE Lord is come, the heav’ns proclaim 
His birth; the nations learn his name; 
An unknown ftar directs the road © 
Of eaftern fages to their God. 

2 All ye bright armies of the fkies, 

Go, worthip where the Saviour lies!’ ~ 
Angels and kings before him bow, — 
Thofe gods on high and gods below. 

3 Let idols totter to the ground, . 
And their own worfhippers confound: 
But Judah fhout, but Zion fing, 

And earth confefs her fov’reign King. 


Psaum XCVIL. 3d Part. Long Metre (J 
Grace and glory. re Ee 
9 HE Almighty reigns, exalted nighe 
O’er all the earth, o’er all the ky ; 
Though clouds and darknets veil his feet, Mas i 
His dwelling is the mercy feat. 4 2. 

2 O ye that love his holy name, seak cea: 
Hate ev’ry wrath ofl id thames eae 
He guards the fouls of friends, 
And from the {nares of defends. a 

et tr) yeaa ys Se 


a 
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3 Immortal light, and joys unknown, ’ 
Are tor the faints in darknefs fown : 
Thofe glorious feeds thall fpring and rife, 
And the bright harvett blefs our eyes. 
4 Rejoice, ye righteous, and record - 
The facred honours of ty Lone 3 
None but the foul that fis his grace 
Can triumph in his holinefs. 
ae La SURI SSDS ie os pete Bh ARE 
Psaum XCVII. Common Metre. [%%] 
phe Tr. 1,3, 5—7, 11. 5 
Chrif’s incarnation, and the laft judgment. . 
1 ce ae ilands:of the northern fea, - 
Rejoice, the Saviour reigns ; 
His word, like fire, prepares his way, 
And mountains melt to plains. 
2 His prefence finks the proudeft hills, 
And makes the vallies rife ; 
The humble foul enjoys his fmilgg, 
The haughty finner dies. 
3 The heav’ns his rightful pow’r proclaim |t 
The idol gods around 
Fill their own worthippers with fhame, 
Aad totter to the ground. 
4 Adoring angels, at his birth, 
Made the Redeemer known; 
Thus fhall he come to judge the earth, 
And angels guard his throne. 
5 His foes thall tremble at his fight, 
And hills and feas retire ; 
His children take their unknown flight, 
And leave the world en fire. 


6 The feeds of joy and glory fown 


For faints in darknefs here, s 
Shall rife and fpring in worlds unknown, 
And a rich harvett bear. a 


Psaum XCVII11. 1? Part. Common Metre. [3%] 
Praife jor the Selpel. i 
x "°O our almighty Maker, God, 
i New honours be addrefs’d 5 
His great falvation fhines abroad, 
And makes the nations blefs’d. 
2 He fpake the word to Abrah’m firft, 
His ruieesniys his grace 5 Y ; 
3 


a ae! ed 


Live 
‘heh. 
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The Gentiles make his name their truft, 
And learn his righteoufnefs. 
3 Let the whole earth his love proelaim 
With all her diff’rent tongues; - 
And fpread the honours of his name 
In melody and fongs. 


Psaum XCVIII. 2d Part. Conan ‘Metre. [x} 
The Meffizh’s coming and kingdom. 
OY to the world! the Lord is come! 
Let earth receive her King ; 
Letevery heart prepare him room, 
And heav’n and nature fing. 
z Joy to the earth! the Saviour reigns ! 
Let men their fongs employ 
While fields and floods, aes hills and plains 
Repeat the founding joy. 
3 No more let fins and forrows TOW, 
Nor thorns infeft the groun 
He comes to make his b eflings flow. 
Far as the curfe is found. 
4 He rules the world with truth and grace, 
And makes the nations prove 
The glories of his righteoufnefs, 
And wonders of his love. 


‘ * 


PSALM BA de rft Part. Short Metre. [%] 
ik 5 Haadon and majefiy. 
g HE Go Jeno aH reigns,“ 
Let all the nations fearj | 
Let finners tremble at his throne, © UPL Rs 
And faints behumblethere, 
x Jefus, the Saviour, rags! sich Poere iin rbd 
~ Let earth adore its Lor tape ey ‘ 
Bright cherubs his attendants fan As “a 
' Swift to fulfilhis word. bt 
3 In Zionishisthrone, = ee gh 
His ‘honours are divine: 
His church fhall make his wei 
For there his. ae dahon ad 
4 How holy is his nz 
“y ae pen ) aichad Set ; 
uftice and truth, jon 
Bein his works of . nn 


“- 
oe 
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Psatm XCIX. 2d Part. Short Metre. [XJ 
A hely God worfbipped with reverence. 
3 XALT the Lord our Ged, 
And worfhip at his feet : 
His nature is all holinefs, 
And mercy is his feat. 
2 When Ifr'el was his church, 
When Aaron was his priett, 
When Mofes cry’d, when Samuel pray’d, 
He gave his people reft. 
3. Oft he forgave their fins, 
Nor would deftroy their race; 
And oft he made his vengeance known, . 
When they abus’d his ‘grace, 
4 Exait the Lord our God, 
Whofe grace is ftill the fame; 
Still he’s a God of holinefs, 
And jealous for his name. 


Psat C. 1f Part, Long Metres { x] ~ 
A plain tranflation. P»aife to our Cregror. 
t E nations of the earth, rejoice 
Before the Lord, your fov’reign King, 
Serve him with cheerful heart and voice, ‘ 
With all your tongues his glory fing. 
2 The Lord is God ; ’tis he alone 
Doth life and breath and being give; 
We are his work, and not our own ; 
The theep that on his paftures live. 
3 Enter his gates with fongs of joy, 
With praifes to his courts repair, 
_ And make it your divine employ, 
To pay your thanks and honours there, 
4 The Lord is good; the Lord is kind; 
Great is his grace, his mercy.fure ; 
And the whole race of man thall find 
His truth from age to age endure. 


‘Psatm C. 2d Part. Long Metre. eR 
A paraphrafe. 
i, ING to the Lord with joyful voice; 
Let ev’ry land his name adore ; 
The nor ners hoes fall fend the noife 
Acrofs € ocean, ae fhore, On 


164 PSALM ior, 


2 Nations attend before his throne, 
With folemn fear, with facred joy 3 
Know that the Lord is God alone: 
He can create, and he deftroy.. © 

3 His fov’reign pow’r, without our aid, ” 
Made us of clay and form’d us men; 
And when like wand’ring theep we ‘tray'd 
He brought us to his fold again. ’ 

4 We are his people, we his care, 

Our fouls and all our mortal frame: 
What lafting honours fhall we rear, 
Almighty Maker, to thy name ? 

5 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful fongs, . 
High as the heav’ns our voices raife 5 
And earth, with her ten thoufand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with founding praife, 

6 Wide as the world is thy command, 

Vait as eternity thy love ; : a 
Firm as a rock thy truth muft ftand, ~— 
When rolling years fhall ceafe to move. 


Psatm CY. Long Metre. a} 
The magifirate’s pfalm. ‘ 
3 ba, besrmerty! and judgment are my fong! 
And fince they both to thee belong, ~ 
My gracious God, my righteous King, 
To thee my fongs and vows 1’ll bring. 


2 1f Lam rais'd to bear the fword, be, 

- Pll take my counfels from thy word; 
‘Thy juftice and thy heav’nly grace 
Shall be the pattern of my ways. — 

3 Let wifdom all my actions guide, 
And Jet my God with me refidej;s 
No wicked thing fhall dwell with me, 
Which may provoke thy jealoufy. 

4 No fons of flander, rage and ftrife, * aj 
Shall be companions of my lite; 9 4 
The haughty look, the heart of pride, - 
Within my doors fhall ne’er abide. 

5 {Wl fearch the land, and raife the juft) 
To pofts of honour, wealth and t i 
‘The men that work th ; ; 
Shall be my friends « 


* 


‘ 


o> 
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6 In vain fhall finners hope to rife 
By flatt’ring or malicious hes ; 
And while the innocent I guard, 
The bold offender than’t be fpar’d. 


The impious crew, that factious band, 
Shall hide their heads, or quit the land; 
And all that break the public retft, 

Where I have pow’r, fhall be fup prefs’d. 


2 


Psatm CI. Common Metre. [X] 
A pfalm for a mafter of a family. 
x OF juftice and of grace I fing, 
And pay my God my vows ; 
tay grace and juftice, heav’nly King, 
‘each me to rule my huule. 
2 Now to my tent, O God, repair, 
And make thy fervant wile ; 
I'll faffer nothing near me there. 
That fhall offend thine eyes. 


3 The man that doth his neighbour wrong, 
By falfehood or by force, 
The fcornful eye, the fland’rous tongue, 
V’ll thruft them from my doors. 


4, VH feek the faithful and the juft, : 
.. And will their help enjoy; S08: 
Thefe are the friends that I thall truft, 

The fervants l’llemploy. — 


5 The wretch that deals in fly deceit, 
Vi notendurea night; 
The liar’s tongue Ill ever hate, 
And banifh from my fight. 


6 Vl purge my family around 
Aad cies the wicked flee ; 
So fhall my houfe be ever found - 
A dwelling fit for thee. ; 


Psaum Cll, _1f Part. Common Metre. [b) 
~ Ver. 1—t3, 20,21. fae 
A prayer of the affi:ed. : 
I H: AR me, O Gad, nor hide thy face, 
But anfwer, left I-die; ie ; 
Haft thou not built a throne of grace, — 


To hear'‘when finners cry? a 


166 PSALM 13, 
4 My. days are wafted like the {moke 


iffolving in the air; hy 
My .ftrength is dry’d, my heart is broke, 
And finking in defpair. — 
3 My fpirits flag, like with’ring grafs 
Burnt with exceflive heat; 
In fecret groans my minutes pafs, 
And I forget to eat. : % 
4 Ason fome lonely building’s top, “y 
The {parrow tells her moan 
Far from the tents of joy and hope, } 
I fit and grieve alone. : 
§. My foulis like 2 wildernefs, 
Where beatts of midnight howl; 
There the fad raven finds her place, 
. And there the {creaming owl. 


€ Dark difmal thoughts and boding fearg 
Dwell in my troubled breaft; 5 = 
While tharp reproaches wound my ears, 
Nor give my fpirit reft. os 
9 My cup is mingled with my woes, * 
And tears are my repalt; aes 
My daily bread like athes grows 
Uiipleafant to my tafte. 5 


& Senfe can afford no realjoy i ays é 

To fouls that feel thy frown; ue 

Lord, ’twas thy hand advane’d me hi, 
Thy hand hati caft me down. A om fi 0 

@ My locks like wither’d leaves appearg . 
a mph areas Sat sy 


Bass 
And life’s declining light | 
Grows faint, as ev’ning thadowsareé, 
That vanifhintonight. yan’ ie 


i> But thou for 


ett a 
ver art the fame, 
al God tats 


O my eternal Were mre 
Ages to come fhall know tl name, , 
And fpread thy works a wash ‘ 
m Thou wilt arife, ar w thy face, 
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Redeems the pris’ners doom’d to die, 
And fills their tongues with praife. 


Psaum Cli. 2d Parr. Common Metre. [%] 

‘Ver. 13—21. Prayer heard, and Zion treftored.. 
i ET Zion and her fons rejoice! 

Behold the promis’d hour ! 

Her God hath heard her mourning voice, 

' And comes t? exalt his pow’r. 
2 Her duft and ruins that remain, 

Are precious in our eyes; 

Thofe ruins shall be built again, 
° And all that duft thall rife. 

3 The Lord will raife Jerufalem, 

And ftand in glory there; 
Nations fhall bew before his name, 

And kings attend with fear. 


4 He fits a fov’reign on his throne, 
With pity in his eyes: 
He hears the dying pris’ners groan, 
And fees their fighs arife. ' 
5 He frees the fouls condemn’d to death ; 
And when his faints complain, 
It fhant be faid ‘* that praying breath 
** Was ever fpent in vain.” 


6 This fhall be known when we are dead, 
And left on long record, 
That ages yetunborn may read, — 
And truft, and praife the Lord. 


Se 
PsaLtM Cll. 23—28. Long Metre. [b] 
Man's mortality and oa 2b eternity; or, faints diey 

but Chrift and the church live. | 
r ¥T is the Lord our Saviour'’s hand ‘ 
Weakens our ftrength amidft the races; 
Difeafe and death at his command, owe 
Arreft us, and cut fhort our days. 


2 Spare us, O Lord; aloud we pray,. 
Nor let our fun go down at noon $ 
Thy years are one eternal day, | 
And mutt thy children die fo foon?. 
3 Yet in the midft of death and grief 
This thought our forrow fhall fhall affuage ; 


th 
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‘Our Father and our Saviour live; jie 
‘“*Chrift is the fame through ev'ry age.” 

4 'Twas he this earth’s foundation laid ; 
Heav’n is the building of his hand ;_ 
This earth grows old, thefe heav’ns fhall fade, 
And all be chang’d at his command. * 


5 The ftarry curtains of the fky, 
Like garments, fhall be laid afides._- 
But {till thy throne ftands firmand high; 
Thy church forever mutt abide. 


6 Before thy face thy church fhall live, 
And on thy throne thy children reign; 
This dying world fhall they furviye, 
And the dead faints be rais’d again, 


Psawm CIII. if Part. Long Metre. [%*] 


er. 1—7. 
Blefing God for bis goodnefs to foul and body. 
1 LESS, O my foul, the living God, 
Call home thy thoughts that rove abroad, 
Let al! the pow’rs within me join 
Tn work aha worthip fo divine. 
2 Blefs, O my foul, the God of grace 5 
His favours claim thy higheft praife; 
Why thould the wonders he hath wro 
Be lott in filence and forgot? 
3 ’Tis he, my foul, that fent his Son ” 
To die for crimes which thou haftdone; 
He owns the ranfom, and forgives rt 
The hourly follies of ourlives. ~~ 
4 The vices of the mind he heals, 
And cures the pains that nature feel 
.Redeems the foul from helly and 1 saw 
Our watting life from threat’ning graves. — 
5 Our youth decay’d his pow’r repai 
His mercy crowns our growing yt 
He fatisfies our vit 
~ And fills our hopes with h 
6 He fees th’ appeelins 
And often gives. ‘re 
But will his juftice more : 
In the latt gre it rewardl 


PSALM 103. 165 


7 [His paw’r he thew’d by Mofes’ hands, » 
And gave to !frel his commands ; 

But fent his truth and mercy down 
To all the nations by his Son, 

8 Let the whole earth his pow’r confefs, 
Let the whole earth adore his race ; 
The Gentile with the Jew thall join 
In work and worthip fo divine. ] 


Stee aR 
Psaum CHI. 2d Part. Long Metre. [3] 
Ver. 818, 

God's genile chaftifement ; or, bis tender mercy to bis 

eople. 

x HE Lord, how aid 3 are his ways! 

How firm his'truth, how large his grace! 
He takes his mercy for his throne, 
And thence he makes his glories known. 

2 Not halt fo high his power hath fpread 
The flarry heav’ns above our head, 

As his rich love exceeds our praife, 
Exceeds the highett hopes we raife. 

3 Not half fo far hath nature plac’d 
The rifing morning from the wett, 

As his torgiving grace regoves 

__ The daily guilt of thofe he loves. 

_ 4 How flowly doth his wrath arife t 

On fwifter wings falvation flies: 

’ And if he lets his anger burn, 

How foon his frowns to pity turn ! 

$ Amidft his wrath compaffion fhines; 

His {trokes are lighter than our fins; 
And while his oad corrects his faints, 
His ear indulges their complaints. 

6 So fathers their young fons chaftife, nee 
With gentle hands and melting eyes 5. : 
The children weep beneath the {mart, 

And move the pity of their heart, 


P.aju sk. . 
The mighty God, the wife.and juft, © - 
: Ruwwet ws cur teame is feeble duft; 
And will no heavy loads Hse ’ 
_ Beyond the ftrength that he eftows. 
$ He knows how foon our nature dies, 
\ a ied by ev’ry wind that flies; 
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Like grafs we {pring, and die as foom 
As morning flow’rs that fade at noon. 


9 But his eternal love is fure ar eet 
To all the faints, and fhall endures 
From age to age his truth fhall reigns 


Nor children’s children hope in vain. 


PsauM CILI. 1 Part. Short Metre. x] 
Ver. I—7- Ne 
_ Praife for fpiritual and temporal mercese 
3 O BLESS the Lord, my foul! ; 
Let all within me join, 
‘And aid my tongue to blefs his namé¢, 
Whofe favours are divine. 
+  O biefs the Lord, my foul, 
Nor let his mercies hie 
Forgotten in unthankfulsefs, 
And without praifes die. 
3 =~’ Tis he forgives thy fins, 
Tis he relieves thy pain, — 
?Tis he that heals thy fickneffes, 
And makes thee young again. 
4 He crowns thy life, with love, 
When ranfom’d from the grave; 
He that redeem’d my foul.trom hell, * 
Hath fov’reign pow’r to fave. os a 
5 He fills the poor with goods 
= gh egress a Z sy sash 
he Lord hath judgments for the proud, ep * 
And juftice for th’ opprefs'd. 
6 Bis wondrous works and ways ae he 
He made by Mofesknowns |) aM 
But fent the world his truth and gra 
By his beloved Son. Z 


1! 
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2 God will not always chide 5 
And when his ftrokes are felt, 
His ftrokes are fewerthan our crimes, 
And lighter than our guilt. 
3 High as the heav’ns are rais’d 
Above the ground we tread, 
So far the riches of his grace 
: Our hgheft thoughts exceeds 
4 His pow’r fubdues our fins, 
A. * his forgiving love, 
Far as the eaft is from the weft, 
Doth all our guilt remove. © ‘ 
,g ‘The pity of the Lord 
To thofe that fear his name, 
Is fuch as tender parents feel ; 
He knows our feeble frame. 
6 He knows we are but dutt, 
Scatter’d with ev’ry breath ¢ 
His anger, like arifing wind, 
‘Can fend us {wift to death. 
y Our days are as the grafs, ; 
Or like the morning flow’r ; 
If one fharp blaft {weep o’er the field, 
It withersin an hour: 
’g But thy’compaflions, Lord, 
To endlefs years endure ; 
And children’s children ever find 
Thy words of promife fure. : 


Psaum CIli, 3¢ Part. Short Metre. D¥] 


er. 19-22. 
God's univerfal dominion; or, angels praife the Lord. 
z HE Lord, the fov’reign King, 


Wath fix’d his throne on highs 
Over all the heav’nly world he rules, 
And all beneath the fky. 

2 Yeangels, great in might, ; 
And fwift to do his will, — + 
Blefs ye the Lord, whofe voice ye hear, © 

Whofe pleafure ye fulfil. 
3 Let the bright hofts who wait — 
_” The orders of their King, 
And guard his churches when they pray, 
Join im the praife they fing. ~~ 
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4 While all his wondrous works 
Through his vaft kingdom thew __ 

Their Maker’s glory, thou, my foul, 
Shall fing his graces too. 


PsaLtm CIV. Long Metre. [3&] 
The glory of God in creation and Providence. 
I Y foul, thy great Creator praife; 
When cloth’d in his celetial rays, 
He in full m&efty appeats, 
And, like a robe, his glory wears. 
{Nors. This pfalm may be fung to a different metre, by 
adding the following two lines to every ftanza, viz. 
Great is the Lord; what tongue can frame 
An equal honwur to bis name 
2 The heay’ns are for his curtain {pread; 
Th’ unfathom’d deep he’makes his bed: 
Clouds are his chariot, when he flies 
On winged ftorms acrofs the fkieés. ~ 
3 Angels, whom his own breath infpires, 
His mini(ters are flaming fires; 
And {wift as thought their armies move 
To bear his vengeance or his love. 
4 The world’s foundations by his hand 
Are pois’d, and fhall forever ftand; 
He binds the ocean in his chain, 
Left it fhould drown the earth again. 
5 When earth was cover’d with the flood, ~ 
Which high above the mountains 
He thunder’d, and the ocean fled, _ 
Confin’d to its appointed bed. 
6 The fwelling billows know their bound, ~ 
ts nd he their Chenier grein round; — 
et thence convey’d by fecret veins, — 
They fpring on hills, and drench the plains. : 
7 He bids thecryftal- fountains flow, = 
And cheer the valliesas they 05 0 
Tame heifers there their thirit allay, bk 
And for the ftream wild alfes bray. 
8 From pleafant trees which fhade the 
‘The lark and linnet light tedrinky 
Their fongs the lark and linnet raifey 
And chide our filence in his praife. 


pe 


PSALM) tog "73 
F Pause. 
gs God, from his cloudy ciftern, pours 
On the parch’d earth enriching thow’rs: 
The grove, the garden, and the field, 
A thoufand joy ful bleflings yield. a 

rO He makesthe graily food arife, 

And gives the cattle large fupplies ; 
With herbs for man, of various pow’r, 
To nourith nature, or to cure. 

1x What noble fruits the vines produce ! 

‘The olive yieldsan ufeful juices ~ 

Our hearts are cheer’d with gen’rous wine, 

With inward joy our faces thine. 

O blefs his name, yepeople, fed 

With nature’s chief {upporter, bread: 

While bread your vital ftrength imparts, 

Serve him with vigour in your hearts. 

Pause il 

13 Behold the ftately cedar ftands, 

Rais’d in the foreft by his hands + 

Birds to the boughs for fhelter fly, ‘ 

And build their nefts fecure on high. 
14 To craggy hills afcends the goat; 

And at the airy mountain’s foot 

The feebler creatures make their cell; 

He gives them wifdom where to dwell. 

15 He fets the fun his circling race, 
Appoints the moon to change her face; 
And when thick darknefs veils the day, 
Calls out wild beaftsto hunt their prey. , 

16 Fierce lions lead their young abroad, 

And, roaring, afk their meat from Gods © 
But when the morning beams arife, 
The favage beaft to covert flies. 

17 Then man to daily labour goes ; 

The night was made for his repofe + 

Sleep is.thy gift, that fweet relief a 

From tirefome toil and wafting grief. 

How ftrange thy works! how great thy fkill, 

And ev’ry land thy riches fill : 

Thy wifdom round the world we fee, 

This fpacious earth is full of thee, 

9 Nor lefs thy glories in the deep, 

Where fifh in ees {wim aud ereep, 
2 
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With wondrous motions fwift or flow, 
Still wand’ring in the paths below. 
20 There (hips divide their wat?ry way, 
And flocks of fcaly monfters play ; 
There dwells the huge leviathan, 
And foams and {ports in fpite of mafis 
Pause lille | 
Vat are thy works, almighty Lord, 
All nature refts upon thy word, ©’ 
And the whole race of creatures ftand, » 
Waiting their portion from thy hand. 
While each receives his diff’rent food, 
Their cheerful looks pronounce it good; 
Eagles and bears, and whales and worms, 
Rejoice and praife in different forms. 
23 But when thy face is hid, they mours, 
And dying, to their duff return ; 
Both man and beatt their fouls reftgn ; 
Life, breath, and fpirit, all are thine. 
24 Yet thou canft breathe on duft again, 
And fill the world with beafts and men; 
A word of thy creating breath 
Repairs the waftes of time and death. 
His works, the wonders of his might, 
Are honour’d with his own delight: 
How awful are his glorious ways! © 
The Lord is dreadful in his praife. 
The earth ftands trembling at hy ftroke, 
And at thy touch the mountains fmoke ; 7 
Yet humble fouls may fee thy face, 
And fell their wants to fov’reign grace. * 
In thee my hopes and wifhes meet, | 
And make my meditations {weet; 
Thy praifes fhall my breath employ, _ 
Till it expire in endlefs joy. cae s 
_28 While haughty finners die accurft, 
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Their glory bury’dinthe duf, =~ 
I to my God, my heav’nly King, 
_-_ immortal hallehajeOs 00st cate 


Psatm CV. Abridged. Common Me 
God's condu& to Irael, and the plagues: ye 

i Gig thanks to God, invoke hisne ee 

| And tell the world his gracey. © 
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Sound through the earth his deeds of fame, 
That all may feek his face. 


2 His cov’nant, which he kept in mind 
For num’rous ages paft, 
* To num’rous ages, yet behind, 
In equal force thal] laft. ~ 
3 He {ware to Abrah’m and his feed, 
And made the bleffing fure; 
Gentiles the anc’ent promife read, 
And find his truth endure. 
4 ** Thy feed fhall make all nations bleft,”* 
(Said the Almighty voice) ; 
*« And Canaan’s land fhall be their reft, 
“« The type of heav'’nly joys.”’. 
5 (How large the grant! how rich the grace! 
‘Vo give them Canaan’s land, 
When they were {trangersin the place, 
A little feeble band! - 
6 Like pilgrims through the countries: roun€ 
Securely they remov’d; 
And haughty kings, that on them frown’d, 
Severely he reprov’d. 
*¢ Touch mine anointed, and mine arm 
‘¢ Shall foon revenge the wrong : 
** Theman that does my prophets harm, 
*¢ Shall know their God is ftrong.” 
$ Then let the world forbear its rage, 
_ Nor put the church in fear ; 
Ifr’el muftlive through ev’ry age, 
And be th’ Almighty’s hig Sa 
Pause fl. 
9 When Pharaoh dar’d to vex the faints, © 
‘ And thus provok’d their God, 
Mofes was fent, at their complaints, 
Arin’d with his dreadful rod. ; 
10 He call’d for darknefs; darknefs came — 
-  Likean o’erwhelming flood; ©. | | 
He turn’d each Jake and ev'ry fream 
To lakes and ftreams of blood. . 
i1 He gave the fign, and noifome flies 
. Through the whole country fpread; 
And frogs, in croaking armies, rile 
About the monarch’s bed. 
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12 Through fields, and towns, and palaces, . 
The ten-fold vengeance flew ; 
Locufts in {warms devour’d their trees, 
And hail their cattle flew. 


13 Then by an angel’s midnight ftroke, “ 
The flow’r of Egypt dy’; 
The ftrength of ev’ry houfe was broke, 
Their glory and their pride. . 


14 Now let the world: forbear its-rage, * 
Nor put the church in fear; i 
Ifr’el muft live through ev’ry age, 
And be th’ Almighty’s care. 
; Pause Il. 
i5 Thus were the tribes. from bondage brought, 
And left the hated ground: 
Each fome Egyptian fpoils had got, 
And not one feeble found. 


16 The Lord himfelf chofe out their way, 
And mark’d their journies right ; 
Gave them a leading cloud by day, 
A fiery guide by night. 


17 They thirft; and waters from the rock 
Yn rich abundance flow, . 
And following ftill the courfe they took, - 
Ran all the defert through. eee 
18 O wondreus ftream! O bleffed type ’ 
Of ever-flowing grace! | , ihe 
So Chrift our rock maintains our life 
Through all this wildernefs. ere. 
19 Thus guarded by th’ race ib Hand, 
The chofen tribes poffefs’'d 
Canaan the rich, the promis’d land, 


Say? FP 


And there enjoy’d their reft. ; = 
20 Then let the world forbear its rage, 
The church renounce her fear; 


Ifr’el muft live through ev’ry age, — 
) And be th’ Almighty’s chiey ae 


Psat CVI. Ver. 1-5: Long Metre, 
Praife 10 Gad; or, communion with 


i TS God the great, the pcr blefs 


Let fongs of honour 
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His mercy firm forever flands! 
Give him the thanks his love demands. 


‘2 Who knows the wonders of thy ways? 
Who thall fulfil thy boundlefs praife? 
Pleft are the fouls that fear thee ftill, 
And pay their duty to thy will. 

3 Remember what thy mercy did 
For Jacob’s race, thy chofen feed; . 
And with the fame falvation blefs 
The meanett fuppliant of thy grace. 

4 O may I fee.thytribes rejoice, 

And aid their triumphs with my voice! 
This is my glory, Lord, to. be 
Join’d to thy faints, and near tothee. 


PsaLm CVI. Short Metre. [%] 
Vere 7, Stamnes 43—48. 
Jjrael punifhed and pardoned ; or, Ged’s unchangeable 


© lou 
} (Vs of eternal love, 
How fickle are our ways! 
And yet how oft did If{r’el prove 
Thy conftancy of grace | 


2 They faw thy wonders wrought, - 
And then thy praife they fung ; 
But foon thy works of pow’r forgot, 
And murmur’d with their tongue. 
3 Now they believe his word, ~ 
While rocks with rivers flow; -. 
Now, with their Iufts provoke the Lord, 
And he-reduc’d them low. 


4 Yet when they mourn’d their faults, 
He hearken’d to their groans; 
Brought his own cov‘nant to his thoughts, 
And call’d them ftillhis,fons. = 
5 Their names were inhis book, 
. _ He fav’d them from their foes; 
Oft he chattis’d, but ne’er forfook 
The people that he chofe. 
6 Let Ifr’el blefs the Lord, 
Who lov'd their ancient race; if 
And Chriftians join the folemn word, 
Armen, to all the praife, 


ee 
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Psat CVII. 1/ Part. Long Metre. Dx} 
Ifrael led to Canaan, and Chriflians to heaven 
i Oe thanks to God; he reigns above; 
Kind are his thoughts, his name is love;” 
His mercy. ages paft have known, 
And ages long to come fhall own, 


2 Let the redeemed of the Lord 
The wonders of his grace record: ~ © 
Ifr’el, the nation whom he chofe, 
And reicu’d from their mighty foes, > ~ 

3 [When God’s almighty arm had broke 
Their fetters and th’ Egyptian yoke, 
They trac’d the defert, wand’ring round 

“A wild and folitary ground! 

4 There they could find no leading road, 
Nor city fora fix’d abode ; _ 
Nor food, nor fountain to affiage 
Their burning thirff, or hunger’s rage. 

5 In their diftrefs to God they cry’d ; 

God was their Saviour and their guide ; 
He led their march far wand’ring round ¢ 
*Twas the right path to Canaan’s ground. 


6 Thus when our firlt releafe we gain 
From fin’s old yoke, and Satan’s chain, - 

We have this defert world to pafs, 
Adang’rous and a tirefome place. — 

» He feeds and clothes usallthe way,  —_- 
He guides our footfteps left.we ftray; 
He guards us w-tha pow’rful hand, 
And brings us to the heav’nly lat d. Fi 

3 O let the faints with joy record 
The truth and goodnefs, of th 
How great his works! how k 
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Let ev’ry tongue pronounce 


Psat CVI, 2d Par, % 
* . Correction for fin, and 1 
' t-¢& - 


’ ROM age to age exalt h 
x F God He his i 
He fills the hungry foul 

And feeds the poor w 


) 
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2 But if their hearts rebel, and rife 
Againft the God that rules the fkies; 
If they reject his heav’nly word, 
And flight the counfels of the Lord ; 

3 He’ll bring their fpirits to the ground, 
And no deliv’rer fhall be found : 
Laden with grief, they wafte their breath 
In darknefs, and the thades of death. 

4 Then to the Lord they raife their cries, 
He makes the dawning light arife, 
And fcatters all that difmal fhade 
That hung fo heavy round their head. 

5 He cuts the bars of brafs in two, 
And lets the {miling pris’ners through ; 
Takes off the load of guilt and grief, 
And gives the lab’ring foul relief, 

6 O may the fons of men record 
‘The wondrous goodnefs of the Lord! 
How great his works! bow kind his ways! 
Let ev’ry tongue pronounce his praife. 


SL, eae eu A es! 
Psat CVII. 3d Part. Long Metre. [X] 


Intemperance punifbed and pardoned; or, apfalm 
for the glutton and the drunkard. 
x AIN man, on foolith pleafures bent, 
Prepares for hisown punifhment; 
What pains, what loathfome maladies, 
From luxury and luft arife! y 
a The drunkard feels his vitals wafte, 
Yet drowns his health to pleafe his tafte; 
Till all his active powers-are loft, | 
And fainting life draws near the duft. 
3 The glutton groans, and leathes to eat, 
His foul abhors delicious meat; 
Nature, with heavy loads opprefs’d, 
Would yield to death to be releas'd. 
4 Then how the frighted finners fly 
To God for help, with earneft we 
He hears their groans, prolongs their breath, 
And faves them from approaching death. 
No med’cine could effect the cure 


uf Se quick, fo cafy, or fofure; 
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The deadly fentence God repeais; 
He fends his fov’reign word, and heals. 
6 O may the fons of men record 
The wondrous goodnefs of the Lord! 
And let their thankful off rings prove 
How they adore their Maker’s love. 


s Psatm CVII. 4th Part. Long Metre. {3} 
Deliverance from forms and hip-wreck } ar, ibe 
ULD youn behold the works of God 
t 0 ou behold the works 
W “lis wonklers in the world abroad, . 
Go with the mariners, and trace 
The unknown regions of the feas. 
2 They leave their native hhores behind, 
‘And feize the favour of the wind, 
‘Till God cgmmands, and tempetts rife, 
That heave the oveaa to the fkies. - 

._ 3 Now to the heav’ns they mount amain; 
Now fink to drea‘lful deeps again ; i 
What ttrange aifrights young failors feel, 

‘And like a ftage’ring drunkard reel! 
4 When land is far, and death is nigh, ~ 
Loft to all hope, to God they cry : : 
t. His mercy hears their loud addrefs,. 
And fends falvation in diftrefs. 
 § Hebids the winds their wrath afuage; 
The furious waves forget theirrage: 
’Tis calm; and failors {mileto fee 
The haven where they with’d to be. 
6 O may the fons of men record _ 
3 he wondrous goodaefs of the Lordl 
Let them their private off ri r 


3 ngs bring, pies. 
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And in the church his glory 


Psatm CVII. Common Metre. {' 
ue aaa epeicig teil ee 
+ Wi sO or » Mig ae & od 4 
Pf cL Thy pant set ihe deepiay 5 hemes 
The fons of courage fhall record, 
Who trade in floating thips. 
_ a At thy command the winds arife, 
' And fwell the tow’ring: 


Yee _ PSALM 110, 133 
6 The Lord fhall on my fide engage, 
And in my Saviour’s name 
I fhall defeat their pride and rage, 
; Who flander and condemn. 


Psaum CX. 1f Part. Long Metre. [XJ] 
Chrift exalied, and multitudes converted ; or, the 
fuccefs of the zofpel. 
E fh Bly the eternal Father fpake 
. To Chrift.the Son, * Afcend and fit 
** At my right hand, till I fhall make 
‘¢ Thy foes fnbmiflive at thy feet. 
*¢ From Zion fhall thy word proceed ; 
‘« Thy word, the f{ceptre in thy hand, 
**« Shail make the hearts of rebels bleed, 
** And bow their wills to thy command. 
“© That day fhall fhew thy pow’r is great, 
‘© When faints fhall flock with willing minds, 
‘* And finners crowd thy temple-gate, | 
** Where holinefs in beauty fhines.” 
4 O blefled pow’r! O glorious day ! 
What a large viét’ry fhall enfue! 
And converts, who thy grace obey, 
Exceed the drops of morning dew. 


Psatm CX, 2d Part. Long Metre. [] 
The kingdom and priefihood of Chrift. : 
I iS “eg eae the great Lord of earth andfea 
Spake to his Son, and thus he {wore ; 
‘¢ Eternal fhall thy priefthood be, 
** And change from hand to hand no moré - . 
*€ Aaron and all his fons muft die, 
«* But everlafting life is thine, 
** To fave forever thofe that fly | 
“ For refuge from the wrath divine. 
«© By me Melchizedek was made 
“© On earth a king and prielft at once ; 
“* And thou, my heav’nly prieft, thalt plead, 
** And thou, my king; thalt rule my fens.” 
_ 4 Jefus the prieft afcends his throne, © ame 
While counfels of eternal peace, phn 
Between the Father and the Son, et 
Proceed with honour and fuccefs, Nees So 
5 Through the whole earth his reign thall fpread, 
And crush the pow’rs that dare rebel ; ; 
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Then hall he judge the rifing dead, ~ 
And fend the guilty world to hell. _ 

6 Though while he treads his glorious way 
He denies the cup of tears and blood, it 
The fuff’rings of that dreadful day 
Shall but advance him near to God. — 


Psatm CX. Common Metre, [%¥] 
Chrift's kingdom aud Sig ea 
, y throne, . 
And near thy Father fit: 
In Zion fhall thy pow'r be known, 
And make thy foes fubmit. 
2 What wonders fhall oy gofpel do! 
Thy converts fhall furpafs a, 
_ The nuim’rous drops of morning dew, 
And own thy fov’reign grace. 
3 God hath pronounc’d a firm decree, 
Nor changes what he fwore;_ 
“ Eternal fhall thy priefthood be, 
«(When Aaron isnmomore. © 
4 ** Melchizedek, that wondrous prieft, _ 
«“ That king of high degree, ; ; 
** That holy man, who Abrah’m bleft, ~ 
* Was but a type of thee.” ' 
5 Jefus our prieft forever lives _ 
To plead for us above; | 
Jefus our king forever gives . 
The bleffings of hislove. = 
6 God thall exalt his glorious head, 
And his high throne maintain ;— 


Shall ftrike the pow’rs and princes dead oF) 


Who dare oppofe his reigns : 
PsaLtm CXI. 1f Part. Common Me 
Tbe wifdam of God in his wor 

x GONGS of immortal praife belong) ~ 
Tomy almighty God} 
He has my heart, and he my tongt 
- To fpread his name abroad. 
a How great the works his hand hath 
er glorious in our figh se 
Good men.in every age hav ug 
His wonders with delight. 4 


ve 


PSALM 1114, 112, 


3 How moft exatt is nature’s frame ! 
How wife th’ eternal Mind ! 
His counfels never change the fcheme * 
That his firft thoughts defign’d. 
4 When he redeem’'d his chofen fons, 
He fix’d his cov’nant fure ; 
‘The orders that his lips pronounce, 
Toendlefs years endure. 


''5 Nature and time, and earth and fkies, 
Thy heav’nly fkill proclaim 
What thall we do to make us wife, 

But learn to read thy name? ss 


6 To fear thy pow’r, to truft thy grace, 
Is our divineft {kill ; ; Pitre 
And he’s the wifeft of our race, Bi 
That beft obeys thy will. KN 


135 


Psatm CXI, 2d Pert. Common Metre: (%*] 


The perfections of God. 
I REAT is the Lord ; his works of might 
Demand our noblett tongs : 
Let his afflembled faints unite 
Their harmony of tongues. 
2 Great is the mercy of the Lord, 
He gives his children food; 
And, ever mindful of his word, 
He makes his promife good. 
3 His Son, the great Redeemer, came 
To feal his cov’nant ftire; 
Holy and rev’rend is his name, 
His ways are juft and pure. 
4 They that would grow divinely wife 
Mutt with his fear begin, 
Our faireft proof of knowledge lies 
In hating ev’ry fin. 


Psatm CX11. Particular Metre. [»j 
« She bleffings of the liberal man. 
1 “MHAT man is bleft who ftands in awe 
_ Of God, and loves his facred law; 
His feed on earth thall be renown’d ; 
His houfe the feat of wealth thall be, 
_ An inexhaufted treafury, 
Awd with fucceflive honours crown'd. 
‘ 2 , 
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2 His lib’ral favours he extends, 
To forne.he gives, fo others lends; 
A gen’rous pity fills his mind : 
Yet what his charity_impairs, 
He faves by prudencein affairs, 
And thus he’s juft to all mankind. = 
3 His hands, while they his alms beftow’d, 
His glory’s future harveft fow’d :. or 
_ The {weet remembrance of the jufty — 
Like a green root, revives and bears A 
A train of bleflings for his heirs, 
When dying nature fleeps in duft. 
4 Befet with threat’ning dangers round, 
Unmov’d thall he maintain his ground; * 
His confcience holds his courage Dy oP igs 
The fou! that’s fill’d with virtue’s light 


7 


Shines brighteft in affiction’snight; ba vf 
And fees in darknefs beams of hope. ‘ 

, Pa uss 4 woh adie 

5 [Ul tidings never can furprifee )e., ©. 


His heart that fix’d on God relies; 5 
Though waves and tempetfts rour around: 
Safe on a rock he fits, and feesvisy ag 44 
The thipwreck of hisenemies,  ~§ 5... ¢ 
Aad all their hope and glory drown'’d. 
6 Thewicked fhall his triumph fee, 9 =. — + 
nd gnafh their teeth in agonyy - 5). 9 
Yo find their expectations;crofsids | 
They and their envy, pride and fpite,.. 
Sink down to everlafting night, | Co fae | 
And all their names in darkne 3h ‘ 


PsaLm CXII. Long Metre. ~ 
The blefings of the pieus and ¢ 
i [THRICE happy man who feers the 
Loves his commands, and trufts 
Honour and peace his daysattend, — _ 
And bleflings.to his feed defcend. _ re 
2 Compaffion dwells upon his mind, 
To works of mercy fillinclin’d: — 
He lends the poor fome prefent aid, — ‘aay WS? 
Or gives them, not to be repaide= 
3 When times grow darkyand tidings } 
*~ That fill his neighbours round with: 


~~ 


PSALM 113, 113. 184 


His heart is arm’d againft the fear, 
Por God withall his pow’r is there. 

4 His foul, well fix’d upon the Lord, - 
Draws heav’nly courage from his word; 
Amidff the darknefs light fhall rife, 

“To cheer his heart, and blefs his eyes, 

5 He hath difpers’d his alms abroad, 

His works are ftill before his God; 
His name on earth fhall long remain, . 
While envious finners fret in vain. 


Psatm CXII. Common Metre. [X} 
Liberality rewarded, 
i APPY is he that fears the Lord, 
And follows his commands, 
Who leads the poor without reward, 
Or gives with lib’ral hands. 
2 As pity dwells within his breatt 
To all the fons of need ; 
So God thall anfwer his requeft 
With bleffings on his feed.- 
3 No evil tidings fhall furprife 
His well éftablith’d mind ; 
His foul to God, his-reftige, flies; 
And leaves his fears behind. 
4 In times of general diftrefs, 
Some beams of light thall thine, 
To thew the world his righteoutnefs, 
And give him peace divine. 
5 His works of piety and Jove 
Remain before the Lord; 4 
Honour on earth, and joys above, 
Shalt be his-fure reward. 


Psaum CXIII. Particular Metre. [3] 
The majely and condefcenfion of God. 
I E that delight to ferve the Lord, 
The honours of his name record, 
His facred name forever ble{s:  - 
Where’er the cirling fun difplays . 
His rifing beams or ictting rays, 
Let lands and feas lis pow’r confefs, 
2 Not time, nor nature’s narrow rounds, 
. Can give his vat dominion bounds ; i 
__ The heav’ns are far below his height ; 
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Tet no created greatnefs dare 
With our eternal God compare, 
Arm’d with his uncreated might! 
He bows his glorious head toview 
What the bright hofts of angels do, — ' 
And bends his care to mertal things; _ _~ 
His fov’réign hand exalts the poor, Ps 
He takes the needy from the door, 
And makes them company for kings.’ 
When childlefs families defpair, 
He fends the bleifings of an heir, 
To refcue their expiring name: 
The mother, with a thankful voice, 
Proclaims his praifes and her jdjs: 
Let every age advance his fame, 


ee ——— ————————— 
- Psatm CXIII, Long Metre. [%] , 
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God fovereign and gracious. - 
E fervants of th’ Almighty King, 
In ev’ry age his praifes fing: “a? 

W here’er the fun thall rife or fet, FY, 
The nations thall his praife repeat. 
Above the earth, beyond the fky, 
Stands his high throne of majefty; — 
Nor time, nor place, his pow’r reftrain, 
Nor bound his univerfal reign. Pied 
Which of the fons of Adamdare, = 
Or angels, with their God compare? ~ 
His glories, how cian bright, — 
Who dwells in uncreated light! ~ = 


Be f 
fe faints above and angelsdo; Y 


From duft and cottagesobfcure, =~ aes 
His grace exalts the humble poorg = 


Gives them the honour ef his fons, __ 


And fits them for their heav’nly thrones, 


{A word of his creating voice = a 
Can make the barren Bouse rejoice: 2 68st 
Though Sarah’s ninety years were pa 
The promis’d feed isbornatlaft. 
With joy the mother views 
And telis the wenders God 
pret “ aa 


/ 


PSALM 114, re 189 ° 
Raith may_grow ftrong when fenfe defpairs: 
If nature fails, the promife bears. } 


Psatm CXIV. Long Metre. | X} ; 
Miracles attending Hrael’s jiurney. 
i HEN If?’el, freed from Pharaoh’s hand, 
Left the proud. tyrant and his laad, 
The jribes with cheerful homage own 
Their King, and Judah was his throne. 
2 Acrofs the deep their.journey lay ; 
The deep divides to make them way : 
euss beheld their march, and fle 
ith backward current to his head. 
3 The mountains thook like frighted theep, 
Like lambs the little hillocks leap ; 
Not Sinai on her bafe could ftand, 
Confcious of fov’reign pow’r at hand. 


4 Make Janda could make the deep divide ? 


Make Jordan backward roll his tide ? 
Why did ye leap, yelittle hills ? 
And whence the fright that Sinai fels? ° 

5 Let ew’ry mountain, ev’ry flood, 
Retire, and know th’ approaching God, 
The King of Ifrtel ; See him here 1 
Tremble thou éarth, adore and fear. 

6 He thunders, and all nature mourns; 
The rock to ftanding pools he turns: 
Flints {pring with Pantate at his word, 
And fires and feas confefs the Lord. ; 


Psatm CXV.. Long Metre. [9% 
The true God our refuge ; or, idolatry reprow 
z Nor to ourfelves, who are but duft, 
1 Not to ourfelves is glory due, ‘ 
Eternal God, thou only juft, ; 
Thou only gracious, wife and true. "af 


2 Shine forth in all thy dreadful name; 

Why fthould a heathen’s tongue 

Infult us, and to raifeour fhame, ; 

Say, ‘* Where’s the God you've ferv'd fo long ?’”” 
3 The God we ferve maintains his throne 

Above the clouds, beyond the tkies ;. 

Through all the earth his will is done, 

He knows our groans, he hears our cries. 
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4 But the vain idols they adore. 
Are fenfelefs thapes of ftone and wood ; 
At beit, a mafs of glitt’ring ore, 

A filver faint, or golden god. 


5 [With eyes and ears, they carve their head ; 
Deaf are their ears, their eyes are blind; ~ 
In vain are coftly off’rings made, 

And vows are {eatter’d in the wind. 

6 Their feet were never made to move, 

Nor hands to fave when mortals pray; 
Mortals that pay them fear or love, 
Seem to be blind and deaf as they.] 

7 O Ifr’el, make the Lord thy hope, 
Thy help, thy refuge, and thy reft: 
The Lord fhall build thy rains up, 
And blefs the people and the priett. 


8 The dead no more can {peak thy praife, 
They dwell in filence in the grave; 
But we’ thall live to fing thy grace, wa 
And tell the world thy pow’r to fave. 


Psatm CXV. Particular Metre. [x] 
Popifh idolatry reproved, 
z No to our names, thou only juft and true, 
‘Not to our worthlefs names is glor r due 3 
‘Thy pow’r and grace, thy truth and juftice claim 
Immorta! honours to thy fow’reign name.fabode, 
Shine through. the earth from heay’n thy bleft 
Nor let the heathen fay, ** And where’s your God!” 
Heav’nisthy higher court, PoepAeg | sthy throne’ 
And heen the lower worlds thy will raphe. 
Our God fram’d all this earth, thefe heav’ns he 
: {pread, 4 Fip8 ges be 
But fool adore the bee theirhands have made ; 
"The kneeling crowd, with looks devout, behold. 
Their filver faviours, and their faints of gold. | 
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Their hands are helplefs, nor their feet car 

They haveno fpeech, nor thought, nor po 
OVEs) yslise Min bie 

Yet fottith mortals make their long c 


To their deaf idals, and their movele! 
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4 The rich have ftatues well adorn’d with gold; 
he poor, content with gods of coarfer mould, 
With tools of iron carve the fenfelefs ftock, 
Lopt from a tree, or broken from a rock: 
People and priefts drive on the folemn trade, 
And truft the gods that fawsand hammers made. } 
$ Be heav’n and earth amaz’d! "Lis hard to fay, * 
Which is more ftupid, or their gods, or they. 
O ifr’el, truft the Lord! he hears and fees, 
He knows thy forrows, and rettores thy peace : 
His worfhip does a thoufand comforts yield, 
He is thy help, and he thy heav’nly thield. 
6 In God we truft; our impious foes in vain 
Attempt our ruin, and oppofe his reign; 
Had they prevail’d, darknefs had clos’d our days, 
And death and filence had forbid his praife ; 
But'we are fav’d, and live: Let fongs arife, 
And Zion blefs the God that built the tkies, 


PsaLM CXVI. 1f Part. Common Metre, £6) 
Recovery from fi knefs. 
t LOVE the Lord: he heard my cries, 
And pity’d every groan; 
Long as I live, when troubles rife, ” 
VIL haften to his throne. 
2 I love the Lord: he bowd his ears 
And chas’d my griefs away ; 
O let my heart no more defpair, 
While I have3breath to pray 
3 My fleth declin’d, my {pirits fell, 
And I drew near the dead ; 
While inward pangs, and fears of hell, 
Perplex’d my wakeful head, We: 
4 “My God, I cry’d, thy fervants fayey tt ha 
*« Lhou ever good and jut ; } ho 
“Thy pow’r can refcue from the graves.) 
“ Thy pow’r is all my truft.? 
5 TheLord beheld me fore Giftienty |? awe 
He bid my pains remove: nf pela 
Return, my foul, to God, thy reft, oie 
For thou haft known his love, nh ies 
6 My God hath fav’d my foul fom. death, 
And dry’d my falling tears aon is ‘ 
! 
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Now to his praife I’ll fpend my breath, 
And my remaining years. 
Psatm CXVI. ad Part. Stenvion Metre. {bi 5s 
Ver. 12, &c. Vows, m.de in trouble, paid i the 
church ; or, public thanks for private deliverance, 
z \ i J HAT hall I render to my God 
: For all his kindnefs thown? 
My feet fall vifit thine abode, 
My fongs addrefs thy throne. ‘ 
2 Among the faints that fill thine houfe ~. 
My off’rings fhall be paid ; 
There fhail my zeal perform the vows 
Isiy foui in anguifh made. 
3 How muchis mercy thy delight, 
Thou ever-blefled God} 
How dear thy fervants in thy fight! 
How precious is their blood! 
4 How happy all thy fervants are! 
How preat thy grace fo me! 
My life, which thou hatt made thy care, 
Lord, I devote to thee. 
s Now I am thine, forever thine, 
Nor fhall.my purpofe move ; : 
Thy hand hath loos'd my bonds of pain, 
And bound me with tny love. : 
6 Here in thy courts I leave my vow, 
And thy rich grace record; aes 
’ Witnefs, ye faints, who hear me now, 
Tf I forfake the Lord. eee bei 


PSALM 11}, 118 ; 193 


) ' Let the Redeemer’s name be fung 
Through ev’ry land, by ev'ry tongue. 

2 Eternal_are thy m $Lord; 
Eternal truth attends thy word ; 
Thy praife fhall found from fhore to fhore, 
Tili funs fhall rife and fet no more. 


| ~  Psatm CXVII, Short Metre. Cx] 
2 A Bal! name, Almighty Lord, | 
Shall found through diftant lands ge. 2s) 90), 
. Great is thy grace, and fure thy word, . 
Y=" Thy truth forever flands. 
2 Far be thine honour fpeead, 
7 And long thy praife‘endure, 
Till morning light at -ev’ning fhade 
Shall he exchang’#ho more, 
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Psatm CXVIII, s/f Part. Com. Metre. Cx] 
Ver. 6+15. Deliverance Strom @ tumufp, 
x HE Lord appears helper now. 
ak Nor is ae faith said Hyg: 
Of what the fons of earth can do, 
Since Heav’n affords me aid, 
@ ’Tis fafer, Lord, to hope in thee, Avil 
And have my God my friend, ; 
Than traft in men of high degree, ; 
. And on their truth depend, -. Sua 
3 Like bees my foes befet me round ; hay 
A large and angry fwarm{ 5 
But I thal] all their rage confound 5 
By thine almighty arm, . : . 
4 ’Tis through the Lord my heart is itrong, 
In him my, lips rejoice; r 
Wuile his faivation is my fong, 
How cheerful is my voice ! 


5 Like angry bees they girt me round; 
When God nn A, they iyi oe mie” ae 
So fupning thorns, with crackling found, 2 xf 
Make a fierce blaze and die, - Meh ae 
5 Joy to the faints and eace tig: hed 
- The Lord protetts their day 
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Tos at P2ALM. ‘a8. 
Psat um CXVIIL.  ad.Part. «Common: Metre. ic) 
Ks oO: if Ver. BP tee 5 ; 
ublic praife,tor deliverance from Path,” 
x ¥ ORD, ai re héard thy fervant ChY 9, 
; And refcu’d from the grave; * 
Now fhall he live ; (and none can die,” fecmuidatenit. 
if God refolve to fave ) | 3 
2 Thy praife, more conftant than befores : 
Shall fill his daily breath ; : 
Thy hand, that-hath chaftis’d him fore, 
Defends him ftill from death.» 
“3 Open the gates of Zion now, ~ 
; For we fhall worfhip there; 
The houfe where all the righsegus £09... 
Thy mercy to declare. 
- 4 Ainongft th’ alfemblies of thy fain: 
Our thankful voicewe raifer.* > 
There we haye told.thee our Complain R 
And there we {peak thy praife.. ; 


Psaum CXVIIL. 3¢ Parr, “Common Metre Ol. 
Wer. 22, 23. Chri the fouadation of bis ae 
x ies the fure foundation-ftone 
Which if ange lays, hie. 
* To build our heav’fly Ret a 
tea his eternal praife. | ? Bese a8 ae 


3 Rus fooli ee fori re, “ ) 
vit with difdainy Vey ee 
¥ pee this rock the fe oa “| ee a 


abe ine, 


PSALM 11%. 5 f ai 198 
Let heav’n rejoice, let earth be glad, ‘, 
And praife {uzround the throne. 
2 To-day he rofe-and left the dead, . yz 
And Satan's empire fell ; 
Voeday the faints his: wumphs gees 
And ail his wonders tell. 
3 Hofanna to ty” anointed King, oa, 
} To David's hely Sent 
nes us; O-Lerd; defcend-and bring _ 
Salvation from thy ‘krone. : 
4 Ble fi'be the Lord, who comes to men 
/ With meffages of g grace; 
Who comes in God his Father’s name, | 
To fave our, finful race. 
$ Hofannain the higheft fitains 
‘Che church on earth can raife; 
The higheft-heav’ns, in which he Reigns 
Shall give him nobler praife. 

Psatm CXVIII..22—27. Short Metre.-Dx] » > 
An bofanna for rhe Lord’s-day; or, a new Jong oF 
Salvation by Chitft, 

x HE what a living ftone 
The builders did refufe 7) 0° + ee 
Yet God hath built his church: thereon, meet As 
In fpite of envious Jews.” 
The Scribe and angry prieft, 
Reject thine only Son; 
Yet on this rock shall’ Zion felt; ri 
As the chief corner ftone. | 
3 The work, .O' Lord, i is thine, 
And wondrous in gur eyes ; 
This day declares it all divine, 
This day did jefus rife. =~ rt a 
4 .This is the glorious day Ne 9 Vere 
That our Redeemer a mem Vilesichs 
Let us rejoice, and fing, and pray Aaa th 
Let all the church be glad. hi 2: ss 


; 


+ 


* 


5 naE mass eat id? RN 
‘ Yavid’s roya haved Buse 
‘Blefs him, ye aeta whe egies A soi oe 
_ Salvation fromyour God. 


ar ho never fem thy ma depart, 


“ # Bleftare the men that keep thy wore 
ae tp 
. Ass rtp * J 


196 PSALM 318, 119. 
And offer on thine altar, Lord, . 
Our facrifice of praife. 


Psaum CXVIII, 2209. Long Metre. [x] 
An hofanna for the Lovd'seday ; or, @ new jong 
; falvation by Qorifi. rs 
I She what a glorious coyner-ftone 
The Jewith builders did retufe } 
But God hath built his church thereon, © | 
In {pite of enyy, and the Jews. 7 
2 Great God! the work jj all divine, 
The joyand wonder of our éyes ; 
This is the day that proves it thine, 
The day that faw our Saviour rife. 
3 Sinners rejoice, and faints be glad: 
Hofanna, let his name be blett; 
‘A thoufand honours.on-his head, 
With peace, avd light, and glory ret! 
4 In God’s own name: he comes to bring 
Salvation to our dying race; 
Let the whole church addrefs their King 
With hearts of joy, and fongs of praife. 


*) Psatm CXIX,” ~ 
Thave celle&rd and difpofed the moft ufeful verfet 
of this Pfalm under ¢ighteen different heads, and form- 
eda@ Divine Song upon each of them. But the verfes 
are much tran{pofedso attain fome degvee of connexion. 
In fome places, emong the words aw, contmands, 
judgments, teftimonies,’ [have ufed gofpel, word, 

race, truth, promifes, &¢. asmore agreeable to the 

Weak Teflament, and the common langucge 4 Chrif> . 
tians, and it equally anfwers the d the Palm. 

ift which was to recommend the Holy Scriptures. 
- Cx} s 


Psaum CXPX. sf Part, Common 

hf The blefidn.fs of faints, and mifery of f 
7 r Mer Kes Su an 

| PLEST are th’ undefil’d in heart, 

mee 


Whote ways are right arid¢ 
But fly from every fit, 


ae 
Pax “ian: 
de 
4. « Le Yo. «4205 « a a See 


PSALM 119, 197 
With their whole heart they feek the Lord 
And terve thee with their hands. . 
y J Ver. 165. 
3 Great is their peace who love thy law;: 
How firm their fouls abide! 
Nor can a bold temptation draw ; F 
Their fleady feet afide. 
~) om 
' # Then thall my heart have inward joy, 
And keep my face from fhame, 
When all thy Ratuites Tobey, -* 
And honour all thy name. 
Ver. 21, 118, 
, § But haughty finners God will hate, 
The proud thall die a¢curit ; 
The fons of falfehood and deceit 
Ave trodden to the duft, 
Ver. 119, 155. 
§& Vile as the drofsthe wicked are 
And thofe that leave thy ways 
Shall fee falvation frorn afar, 
But never tafte thy grace. 


PsauM CXIX. ad Part. Common Metre, { x] 

Secres devozion and fpiritwal mindedne/s; or, conflang 
converse with Gad. ' 

I Mléds tbtire onarwesaty Vick 
t thee, before the dawning light, 
, T My gracious Gad, I pray ‘i, 
I meditate thy name by night, 
And keep thy law by day. 
Ver. &r. 


2 My fpirit faints to fee thy grace; 
' ‘Thy promife bears me up ; 
And while falyation long delays, 
Thy word fupports my hope. 
ERATE ORE £5 yg nd | 
even times a da Mtmy Wands; 
; And pay my thanks to thee; oy Lae te 4 
the righteous providence demands 
peated praife i ig ee any 
er. 6a, | Paget ca. 
4 When midnight darknefs veils the fkiegy 
pidaall the apts vo made 5. ee. 
, thoughts in warm devotion rife, ‘ 


re 


198 . PSALM 11g. 
Psatm CXIX. 3d Part. Common Metre. px] 


Profefions of fi fiasctie., rene ae and obedi ence. 
Verw 57; 
HOU art my portion, O my God ; 
Soon as 1k ow thy way, ~ 
_ My heart makes hatte ? obey thy word, 
And fuffers no sot 
30, The 
2 I choofe the path ts few) hly tragh 
And glory in my choice ; 
Not all the riches of the earth 
Could make me fo rejoice. 


3. The teftimonies of thy grace 
I fet Before mine eyes: 
Thence I derive my daily Sigs Se 
And there my comfort rag: 


Fs 


Cr. $9. 
4 dog I wander from cies oe 
I think upon my ways; 
Then turn my feet to thy commands, Py 
And truii thy pard’ning grace, 
Ver. 94, 114. 
5 Now Lam thine, forever thine, 
' O fave thy fervant, Lord! 
Thou art my thield, my hiding places, 
My hope is in thy Sore “th 
To 102 ; 
6 Thou haft inclin’d this heart of mine oly}. 
Thy ftatutes to fulfil: —» int 
And thus till mortal life fhall end 
Would I perform thy will. be Wat 
—_—-- ? eee 
Psatm CXIX. ath Part. Common Metre. wl, 
emo rad ye Scripture, 


ow (hall the pa Secale their tate, 
‘H And guard rhe vee from fin ? 

Thy word the choiceft rules imparts, — a 
to) keep the confcience clean, 


PSALM wis 499 


Ver 
3 Tis dike the fun, a hea nly light, 


That guides us all the day ;* 
And through the dangers of the night, 


A lamp to lead our way. “ie 
Ver. 99, 100. © 
4 The men that keep thy Jaw with carey 
And meditate thy word, 
Grow wifer than their teachers are, 
And better know the Cord. © 
ict A 104, ao + 
5 precepts make me truly wiles 
Vhate the finner’s road : y 
.. Yhate my own vain thoughts that rife, 
But love thy law, my God. ‘ 
Ver. 89,:90; 91. 
6 {The ftarry heav’ns thy rule obey, 
The earth maintains her place : 
And thefe pe fervants, night and day, hn 
6¢. Thy tkill and pow’r exprefs. 
7 But ftill thy law and gofpel, Lord, 
Have leflons more dryine ; 
Notearth ftands firmer than thy word, 
Nor ftars fo nobly fhine.j 
Ver. 160, 140, 9, 116. 
3 me word is everlafting truth, 
ow pure is ev’ry page.! 
That holy book fhall guide our youth, 
And well faupport our age. 


PsaLM CXIX, sth Part. Common Metre. LY 
Delightin Jer: prure ; ae pe “ rd of God dw epi inus 


, 


a @) HOW I love My eh law | 
Tis daily my delight : 
And thence my mediations draw if 

wane) 9 yh oY 


Divine advice by night. 
Ver 148. 


Pe | My waking eyes prevent the day, nt 
¥ o meditate thy. sage : Veda vk 
» “bot with longi amie Wheaties 
wel SAGE rie , 

4913), Pei Sty" < - 


3 lee doth | hy Rec my heart f 
employ ai ia ae 


= ne 


i had 


Z90 PSALM 149, | ot 
And in my tirefome pilgriniage 
Yields me a heav’nly fong. 
Ver. 19, 103, 
4 AmIa ftranger, or at home, 
*Tis my perpetual feaft; 
Not honey dropping from the comb 
So much allures thetafte; 
er, 7a, 127- ; 
5 Notreafures fo enrich the mind; » 
Nor fhall thy word be fold 
For loads of filver well refin’d, 
Nor heaps of choiceft gold. 
Ver. 28, 49, 194. 
6 When nature finks, and {pirits droop, 
Thy promifes of grace 
Are pillars to fupport my hope, 
And there I write thy praife. 


ee 
PsatmM CXIX. 6th Part. Common Metre. [*} 
; Holinefs and re A ak the word, ' 
. 128, “ 
x | hare I efteem dy judempate right, 
And all thy ftatutes juft ; ae 
Thence I maintain aconttant fight 
With ev'ry flatt’ring luft. 
Ver. 97; 9- 
2 Thy precepts often I furvey ¢ 
* Ykeepthy law in fight, , 
Through all the bufinefs of the day, 
‘To form my actions right, 
| innight epee 
My heart in midnight filence cries, 
See How {weet thy comfortsbe!" | 
My thoughts in holy wonder rifey 
And bring their thanks to thee. 
‘ ie rt ale all, 
And when my fpirit drinks i. 2: 
* At fome soos word of thine, “a 
Not mighty men that fhare the {poil 
Have joys co: OE 


PSALM 119. 204 


Great God, if once compar’d with thine, 
How mean their writings look! 
+ Not the moft perfect rules they gave 
Could fhew one fin forgiv’n, 
Nor lead a ftep beyond the grave ; 
Bur thine condu ‘t to heay’n. 
3 I’ve feen an end of what we call 
Perfection here below ; 
How {hort the pow’rs of nature fall, 
And can no farther go 
4 Yet men would fain be jit with God, 
By works their hands have wrought 5 
But thy commands, exceeding broad, 
Extend to ev’ry thought. 
5 In vain we boaft perfeétion here, 
. While fin defiles our frame ; 
And finks our virtues down fo far, 
They {carce deferve the name. 
6 Ouf faith and love, and ev’ry grace, 
Fal] far below thy word ; 
But perfect truth and righteoufnels 
Dwell oniy with the Lord. 


Psatm CXIX. 8th Pat. Common Metre. ( %) 
The word of God is the faint’s portion ; or, the excels 
lency and variety As ‘feripture. 
Ver. 11 paraphrafed. 
I ORD, I have made thy word my choice, 
My lafting heritage ; 
There thall my nobleft pow’rs rejoice, 
_ My warmeft thoughts engage. 
2 I'll read the hiftries of thy love, 
And keep thy jaws in dight, 
While through the promites 1 rove 
With ever freth delight. 5 


3 ’Tis a broad land of wealth unknown, , 
Where fprings of life arife ; ; 
Seeds of immortal blifs are fown, 
_ And hidden glory lies. ’ 
4 The bett relief that mourners have, 
It makes our forrows ble(tt; 
Our fairett prem beyond the grave, 
And our eternal reft. ‘ 


Aan 


22 PSAEM  sege ye 
Psatm CXIX. 9th Part. Common Mette: [%] » 
het the teachings of the Spirit 


Defre of knowledge ; 
sists mer A 2 beword, { 
re 


\ WH 
Ver. 64, 68, 18. a 
r ci aks mercies fill the earth, OvLord, _' 
How goodthy worksappeart \ 
Open mine eyes to read thy word, mek 
And fee thy wonders there, hormors 
Ver. 973, 125. aD 
© My heart was fathion’d by thy hand, 
y fervice is thy due; - 
O make thy fervant underftand 
The duties he mutt do. ? 
ih Tea) . 
3 Since I’m a ftranger here below, | len 
Let not thy path be hid ; aves hr 
But mark the road my feet fhould go, 
And be my conftant guide. 
Ver. 26. ; 
4 When I confefs’d my wand’ring ways, 
Thou heardft my foul complain; 
Grant me the teachings of thy grdce, 
Or | thall ftray again. sat 
€ . |. Ver, 33, 34+ 
5 If God tome his ftatutes thew, 
And heav’nly truth impart, — 
: His work forever 1’ll purfue, 
His law fhall rule my heart. 
Ver, 50, 71. tet 
6 This was my comfort when I bore 
Variety of grief; 
It made me learn thy word the more, 
And fly to that relief. _ RF 
oe pe ae Ver. pr ee 
7 {In vain the proud deride,me nowy | 
9 Ill never forget thy law; Di age 
_-Nor let that bleffed gofpel go, 
Whence all my hopes I oar aaa 
Vereaq ant: x 


44 


. 


on * 
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: PSALM TG... : 293 
Psaum CXIX. rerh Parr; Common, Metre. [bl 
"= Pleading the promifes. j 
Ver. 38, 49» - 
i BL. thy waiting fervant, Lord, : 
Devoted to thy fear: ‘ 
- Remember and confirm thy word, 
For all my hopes are there. 
o MU AVEY? AL.) $85 TO 7er = 
2 Haft thou not fent falvation down, 
And promis’d quick’ning grace ? 
Doth not my heart addrefs thy throne ? 
And yet thy love delays. a cen 
5 Ver. 123, 42°, 
3 Mine eyes for thy falvation fail ; 
O bear thy fervant up! ' 
Nor let the feoffing lips prevail, 
Which dare reproach my hope. 
boon: Ver. 49, 74: kit 
4 Didft thou not raife my faith, O Lord ? 
Then let thy truth appeat.: 
Saints fhall rejoice in my reward, 
And truft as well as fear. , 


Bag A a lene er te 
PsaLM CXIX. 11th Part) Common Metre. [bh] 
Breathing after boline/s. ° 
Ver. 5):3304 3 
I QO THAT the Lord would guide my ways 
To keep his ftatutes {till ! 
O that my God would grant me grace 
To know and do his will! - 
, Ver. 29. 
2 O fend thy Spirit down to write 
Thy law upon my heart! 
Nor let my tongue indulge deceit, 
Nor at the liar’s part. si ary 
: Ver. 37536. io: yey 
3 From vanity turn off mine cyes ; ana 
Let no corrupt delign, 
Nor covetous defires, arife 
Within this foul of mine. 
; i Weret33-.. 
4 Order my gs by thy word, 
_. And mak pmy heart fincere; 
Let fin have'no dominion, Lord, 
But keep my confcience lear Pye 


des ov oe 


Ca ag lag 


204 PSALM 11g. 
Ver. 176. 
5 My fou) hath gone too far aftray; . 
y feet too often flip ; f 
Yet fince I’ve not forgot thy way, 
Reftore thy wand’ring fheep. 


| Ver. 35. , 
6 Make me to walk in thy commands ; 
*Tis a delightful rad; ; 
. Nor let my head, or heart, or hands, 
Offend againft my God. 


et 
Psautm CXIX. 12th Part. Common Metre. [b} 
Breathing after comfort and deliverance. 


Ver. 153. - 
t A AY God, confider my diftrefs, 
Let mercy plead my caufe ; 
Though I have finn’d again thy grace, 
I can’t forget thy laws. , 
_. Ver. 39, 116. 
_ 2 Ferbid, forbid the harp reproach 
Which I fo juftly fear ; 
Uphold my life, uphold my hopes, 
Nor let my fhame appear. 
Ver. 424, 435. = 
3 Be thou a furety, Lord, for me; 
Nor let the proud eee ; 
But make thy waiting fervant fee 
The fhinings of thy face. 
. Ver. 82. 
4 Mine eyes with expectation fail ; 
My heart within me cries, 
, * When will the Lord his truth fulfil, 
«© And make of comforts rife ?”? 


’ ef. Mgbes' ey Lass | 
5 Look down upon my forrows, Lord, iat 
And fhew thy grace the fame, re 


As thou art ever wont t’ afford 
To thofe that love thy name. _ 
Panis, yo 13th Part. Common Metre, {b} 
s fear, and tender: wy, 
VPA) Ee TIM: 


heart Fve fought thy face, 


PSALM 119. 405 


Ver, 11. 
4 Thy word I’ve hid within my heart, 
To keep my confcience clean, 
And bean every guard 
From ev'ry riling fin. 
‘ Ver. 63, 53, 158 
4 I'ma companion pf the faints, 
Who fear and love the Lord : 
Beno rife; my nature faintsy 
hen men tranfgrefs thy word. 
Ver. 161, 163. 
4 Whide finners do thy gofpel wrongs 
My fpirit ftands in awe ; 
M fou abhors a lying tongue, 
ut loves thy righteous law. 
; Ver, 161, 120. 
5 My heart with facred rev’rence hears 
‘The threat’nings of wile word ; 
My flefh with holy trem ling fears 
he judgments of the Lord. 
Ver: 166, 174. 
6 My God, I long, I hope, I wait 
For thy falvation ftill ; 
While thy whole law is my delight, 

And I obey thy will. : 
PsaLM CXIX. 14th Part. Common Metre. {b} 
Benefit of afflictions, and Support under them, 
Ver. 153, 81, 82. 

1 igs SIDER all my forrows, Lords 
And thy deliv’rance fend 5 
My foul for thy falvation faints 3 
When will my troubles end? 
Ver. 71. : 
a Yet Whave found ’tis good for me 
To bear my Father’s rody — 
Affli¢tions make me learn thy law, 
And live upon my God. ‘ 
Ver. 50° : 4 
4 This is the comfort T enjoy Yr 
Wine n. diftrels bo 4 
I read thy word, I run thy way, 
And hate my former fins. 
Ver. 92. Lg ; 
4 Had not thy word been m lights, 
When earthly joys were fled 


206 PSALM 1196 
My foul, oppreft with forrows weight, 
Had funk amongtt the dead, 


er. 75> “A ? 
5 I know thy judgments, Lord, are right, 
Though they may feem fevere : fp 
The tharpeft fuf’rings Tendure — 
Flow trom thy fash at care. 
er jOM 7 4h ; 
6 Before I knew thy chaining rod, 
My feet were apt to ftray ; 3 
But now I learn tokeep thy word, — 
Nor wander from thy way. 


- 
3 ah | 
Paw 4 


Psatm CXYX. apf Part. Common Metre, [x] 


olp refolutions, |: . 
Ver..93: cu ¥ 
I THAT thy ftatutes, ev’ry hour, 
Might dwell upon my mind! 
Thence { derive a quigk’ning pow’r, 
And daily peace { find. 
Ver. ¥5, 16, 
2 To meditate thy precepts, Lord, , 
Shall be my {weet employ ; Yeas 2 
Myre thai] ne’er forget thy word, eh We 
% hy word is all my joy. Liars 
Ver.) 34vam te Oa wortaias 
3 How would I run in thy command: 
If thou my heart difcharge > 
From fin and Satan’s hateful chains, 
And fet my feet atlarge! 


> 
~ 


momeie FS 
Vel. ig SO AE aan 
4 My lips with courage hall declare oe Sea ot. 
Thy ftatutes and‘th name 5; Dy te 


I'll {peak thy. word, gh kings the 
Nor yield to tetul thames, oF 
‘te a peel Sta ontOs Save 
erfecut we 


PSALM 119; ML . 209 


Psaum CXIX. 16th Part. Common Metre. bd 
pica ad: quickening graces “ 


253 37- 
I MY foul lies dieing to the duft ; 
Lord, give’ me lite divine | 
From vain defires, and ev’ry luft, 
Turn off thefe éyes of mine. 


2 I need the influence of thy grace 
To {peed me in thy way, 
Left thould Iditer in my race, 
Orturn my tect aftray- 
Ver: 107. 
3 When fore afflictions prefs me down, 
T need thy guick’ning pow’rs ; 
Thy word, that I have refted on, | 
Shall help my heavieft hours. 
Ver. 156, 40. 
4 Are not thy mercies fov’reign ftill, 
And thou a faithful God ? 
Wilt thou not Slant me warmer zeal 
To run the heav’aly es ? 
Ver. 159, 4 
§ Does not my heart thy sae tare love, 
And long to fee thy face ? 
And yet how flow my f{pirits move, 
Without enliv’ png i ! 


6 Then fhall I love pei Paksat more, 
And ne’er forget thy word, 
When I have felt its quick’ ning pow? ry 
To draw me near the Lord. 


PsaLM CXIX. 142th Part. Long ‘Metre, | 
Courage and perfeverance under perfecution ; ar, 
Shining in penis and trials, 
143, 
*W!} HEN pain and Sail feize me, Lond,’ 
~All my fupport is from thy werd : 
- My {oul diffolves for heavin a8, 
Uphold mer sea thy firength’ning grace, “ss 
Ver. 51, 69, 110. » 
pt Lhe proud have frain’d ir fcof’s ey lies, 
They watch my pest with enviotis eyes, 
And tempt my foul to sors an on s» 
~ Yet thy commands I ne’er decline. 


' 


208 PSALM 119, 120. 
Ver. 161, 78. 

3 They hate me, Lord, without a caufe, 
They hate to fee me love thy laws ; 
But f will truftand fear thy name, 
Till pride and malice die with fhame. 


Psavm CXIX, Laf Part. Long Metre. [6] 
Sanfified .ffiGions ; or, delight in the word of God. 


Ver. 67, 59. 
I PATHES, T blefs thy gentle hand ; 
How kind was thy chattifin® rod, 
That forc’d my confcience toa ftand, 
And brought my wand’ring foul to God ! 
2 Foolifh and vain, I went aftray, 
Ere I had felt thy fcourges, Lord ; 
I left my guide, and loft my way, 
But now I love and keep thy word. 
Ver. 71. s 
3 ’Tis good for me to wear the yoke, 
_ For pride is apt to rife and fwell ; 
, *Tis good to bear my Father's ftroke, 
8 hat [ might learn & flatutes well. 


er 72. 
4 The law that iffues from thy mouth 
Shall raife my cheerful paffions more 
Than all the treafures of the fouth, 
Or weliern hiils of golden ore. 
Ver. 73. 
5 Thy hands have made my mortal frame, 
~ Thy Spirit form’d my foul within ; 
Teach me to know thy wondrous name, 
And guard me fafe from death and | 
Ver. i et | a 
6° Then all that love and fear the Lord, =. 
At my falvation hall rejoice ; i 
For I have hoped in thy word 
And made thy grace my only 


, he | 
choice. 


PSALM r21. © 259 


+ Hard lot of mine! my days are caft 
Among the fons of ftrife, : 
Whole never-ceafing brawlings wafte 
My golden hours of life. 
O might I fly to change my place 
, How would I choofe to dwelt 
In fome wide ldnefome wildernefs, 
And leave thefe gates of hell't 
4 Peace is the blefling that I feek, 
How lovely are its charms ! 
Lam for peace ; but when I {peak, 
They all declare for arms. 
5 New pailions (till their fouls engage, 
And keep their malice ftrong 5 
What {hall be done to curb thy rage, 
O thou devouring tongue ! ne 


6 Should burning arrows {mite thee through, 
Strict juttice would approve ; 
But I had rather {pare my foe, 
And melt his heart with love, i 
Psatm CXXI. Long Metre. (4) - 
Divine protection. 
5 UF to the hills I lift mine,eyes, 

. Th’ eternal hills beyond the fkies ; 
Thence all her help my foul derives 5 
There my almighty Kefuge lives. 

He lives; the everlafting God, j 
That built the world, that fpread the flood 5 
The heav’ns with all their hofts he made, 
And the dark regions of the dead. \ 
He guides our feet, he Pgs i our way$ 
” His morning {miles blefs all the day ; 
He fpreads the ev’ning vale, and keeps % 
The filent hours while Ifrael fleeps. 
4 Ifrael, a name divinely bleft, < 
May rife fecure, fecurely reft 5 
Thy holy Guardian's wakeful eyes 
Admit no lumber nor furprife. 
5 No fun fhall {mite thy head by day, 
Nor the pale moon with fickly ray j 
Shall blatt thy couch ; nor baleful ftar 
Dart his malignant fire fo far. 
ae 2 mg 


“73 
7. 


20 PSALM 121, 
6 Should earth and hell with malice bura, 
Still thou thalt go, and ftill return 
Safe in the Lord ! his heav’nly care 
Defends thy life from ev’ry fnare. 
7 On thee foul fpirits have no pow’r ; 
And in thy la departing hour,» 
Angels, that trace the airy road, «. 
Shall bear thee homeward to thy God. 


Psaum CXXI. Common Metre. [%} 
Prefervation by day and night, 
I O heav’n I lift my waiting eyes, 
. A There all my hopes are lai Sot 
The Lord that built the earth and fkies 
Is mygperpetual aid, 


2 Their feet thall never flide to fall, 
Whom he defigns to k ep: 

His ear attends the fofteft call ie 
His eyes can never fleep 
3 He will fuftain our weake 
With his alniighty arm, 
And watch our mo unguar 
- Againft furprifing harm. ; 
4 Ifrael, rejoice, and reft fecure, 
Thy keeper is the Lord ; wef 
His wakeful eyes employ his. pow’r 
For thine eternal guandee 42 ess 


5 Nor {chrebing fie pe 
is leave to 


He fidelda ch head f ee be: 
elds t ead from bur nos 
Pron ‘Dlafting damp § at ni - 


PSALM 122, . ‘21k 
God is the tow’r 
To which I fly ; 
His grace is nigh 
In ev’ry hour. 
2 My teet fhall never flide, 
And fallin fatal {nares, 
Since God, my guard and guide, 
Defends me trom my fears. 
Thofe wakeful eyes, 
Which never fleep, 
* Shall Ifrael keep, 
When dangers rife. 


3 No burning heats by day, 
Nor blafts of ev’ning air, 
Shall take my health away, 
1f God be with me there : 

' Thou art my fun, , 
And thou my fhade, 
To guard my head 
° By night or noon. 

4 Haft thou not giv'n thy word, 
Jo fave my foul from death ? 
And I can truft my Lord ° 
To keep my mortal breath : 

Vl go and come, 

Nor fear to die, 

Till from on high 
Thou call me home. . 


PsatM CXXII. Common Metre. [x] 
. ae Going ta church, Ae iy 
x Ho, did my heart rejoiceto hear 
My friends devoutly fay, Th i309 
4¢ In Zion let us all appear, Dy 
“* And keep the folemn day ond aad NEY 
2 I joveher gates, lovethe road; 
__ The church, adorn’d with grace, _ 
- Stands like a palace, built for God, 
_ ‘Yo fhow his milder face, 
3 Upto her courts, with joys unknown, 
7 ~The holy tribes repair; 


giz PSALM 122, 


4 He hears our praifes and complaints ; 
And while his awful voice 
Divides the finners from the faints, - 
We tremble and rejoice. 
5 Peace be within this facred place, 
And joy a conftant guett : 
_ With holy gifts and heav’nly grace, 
Be her attendants bleft. : 
6 My foul thall pray for Zion ftill, 
hile life or breath remains ; 


There my bett friends, my kindred dwell, . 


There God my Saviour reigns. 


Psatm CXXII. Particular Metre, Ex] 
Going to church, ~ 
bf Ho pleas’d and bleft wasI, © 
To hear the peeple cry, 

** Come, let us feek our God to-day ;”* 
Yes, with a cheerful zeal, , 
We hafte to Zion’s hill 

And there our vows and honours pay. 


2 Zion, thrice happy place, 


Adorn’d with wondrous grace, . 


And walls of ftrength embrace thee round ; 
In thee our tribes appear, . 
To pray, and praife, and hear 
. The facred gofpel’s joyful found. 
3 There David’s greater Son 
Has fix’d his royal throne: “te 
He fits for grace and judgment there ;__ 
~ He bids the faint be glad, we 
He makes the finner fad, : i: are 
And hiimble fouls rejoice with fear, mp! 
_ 4 May peace attend thy gate, 


- 


And joy within thee wait, 5 a 
To blefs the foul of ev'ry gues fe - i 


The man that feeks th 
And wihes tl 
’ A thoufand ing 


— 


PSALM 123, 124- 
And fince my glorious God 
Makes thee his bleft abode, 
My foul fhall ever love thee wel!. 
_ Repeat the 4th flanza, if neceffarye 


Psatm CXXIII. Common Metre. {xJ 
Pleading with fubmiffion- 
x THOU, whole grace and juftice reign 
Enthron’d above the fkies, ; 
To thee our hearts would tell their pain, 
To thee we lift our eyes. © 
2 As fervants watch their mafter’s hand, 
‘And fear the angry ftroke ; 
Or maids before their miftrefs ftand, 
And wait a peaceful look : 
3 So for our fins we peily. feel 
Thy difcipline, God; 
Yet wait the gracious moment fill, 
_ Till thou remove thy rod. 
4 Thofe who in wealth and pleafure live, 
Our daily groans deride, 
«And thy delays of mercy give 
Freth courage to their pride. 
5 Our foes infult us, but our hope 
Inthy compaffion lies; 
This thought ‘hall bear our {pirits Up» 
That God will not defpife. 


Psatm CXXIV. Long Metre. Lx] 
A fong for public deliverance. 
I H’? not the Lord, may Ifrael fay, 
Had not the Lord maintain’d our fides 
When men, to make our lives a prey, = * 
Rofe like the fwelling of the tide; } 


2 The Mrelling tide had ftopt our breath, 
So fiercely did the waters ro 1 aes 
We had been {wallow’d deep in death ; 
Proud waters had o’erwhelin’d our foul. 


3 We leap for joy, we thout and fings 
Who jut efcap’d the fatal ftroke ; 
So flies the bird with cheerful wing, 
When once the fowler’s fnare 1s broke. 
b é 2 é 


’ 


213 
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ata. PSALM 125. 

4 Forever bleffed be the Lord, 
Who broke the fowler’s carfed fnare, 
Who iav’d us from the murd’ring fword, 
And made our lives and fouls his care. 


5 Our help isin Jehévah’s 1 name, 
Who form’d the earth and built the fkies ; 
He, that upholds that wondrous frame, 
Guards his own church with watchful CYS ye 


Psatm CXXV. Common Metre. ocr 
The faints trial and fafety-. ” 
r Gabe oo as the facred hill,» 
And firm as mountains be, 
Firm as a rock the foul thall reft, ) 
That leans, O Lord, on thee. 


2 Not walls, nor hills, could gaurd fo well — 
Old salem’s happy ground 
As thofe eternal arms of love Toe Oe 
That ev’ry faint furround.. “Ee 
3 While tyrants are a fm ing a on ae 
To drive thetn near t j “3 
Divine compaffion does ve 
The fury of the rod. 
4 Deal gently, Lord, 
And lead them faf , 2 
Tothe bright gates of paradtle,! : 
Where Chriit their Lord is gone. ae 
5 But if we trace thofe crooked ways, to 
That the old ferpent drew, 
The wrath that drove him firft to helt 
Shall {mite-his foll’wers too. 


—  Psatm CXXV, Short M re 

= he eee trial and fafety ; or, moderatec 

; a ae M and unmov'd are 1 God 

‘hat reft their fouls on 

Firm as the mount where Da 

Or where the ark abode. 
2 As mountains ftood taal : 

The city’s este i 


na 


3 What though the F 
niet fire 


es Pay 


PSALM 126. ais 

Yet, left it wound their fouls too deep, 

Its fury fhall be broke. 
4 Deal gently, Lord, with thofe 
Whofe faith and pious fear, 

Whofe hope and love, and ev’ry grace 

Proclaim their hearts fingere.. 
5 Nor fhall the tyrant’s rage - 
Too long opprefs the faint 3° 
The God of Ifrael will fupport 
* His children, left they faint. 
6 But if our flavihh fear Leen 
Will choofe.the road to hell, 

We mutt expeét our portion there, , 
Where bolder finners dweli. | , 
"PSALM OXXVI. Long Metre. bx] 

Surprifing deliverance. 
K HEN God reftor’d our.captive ftate, 
Joy was our fong, and grace our theme ; 

The grace boyond our hopes fo great, 

That joy appear’d a painted dream. 

2 The fcoffer owns thy and, and pays 

Unwilling honours to thy name;. _ 

While we with pleafure fhout thy praife, 

With cheerful notes thy love proclaim. 

3 When we review’d our difmal fears, 

*T was hard to think they’d vanifh fo 5 

With God we left our flcwing tears, 

He makes our joys like rivers flow. 

4 The man that in his furrow’d field, 

His fcatter’d feed with fadnefs leaves, ° 

Will thout'to fee the harveft yield 

A welcome toad of joyful theaves. 


en TIE 
PsaLmM CXXVI. Common Metre. | [] 


9) 


Lhe joy of a remarkable converfion ; or, melancholy — 
j removed, See dee + 
x XKZHEN God reveal’d his gracious name, 
4 And chang’d my mournful ftate, 
My rapture feem’d a pleafing dream, 

The grace appear’d fo great. 

_/The world beheld the glorious change, 
And did thy hand confefs ; 
~My tongue broke out in unknown firains, 
And fung furprifing grace, 


ton“ 
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3 ‘* Great is the‘work,” my neighbours cry’d, 
And own’d thy pow’r divine ; 
“¢ Great is the work,” my heart reply’d, 
«¢ And be the glory thine.” 
4 The Lord can clear the darkeft tkies, 
Can give us day for night ; : 
Make drops of facred forrow rife 
To rivers of delight. 
5 Let thofe that fow in fadnefs wait 
Till the fair harveft come, 
They fhall confefs their fheaves are great, 
And fhout the bleffings home. 
6 Though feed lie bury’d long in duft, 
It fhan’t deceive their hope ! 
The precious grain can ne’er be loft, 
For grace infures the crop. 


Psatm CXXVII. Long Metres (D]_. 
The bleffin of God on the bufinefs and comforts of life. 
z YF God fucceed not, all the coft — 
And pains to build the houfe are loft ; 

If God the city will nigg Regs agin 

The watchful guards as well may fleep, 
2 What if you rife-defore the fun, 

And work and toil when day is done, ~~ 

Careful and {paring eat your 

To fhun that poverty you dread ; 
3 ’Tis all in vain, till God hath bleft ; 

He can make rich, yet give us reft ; 

Children and friends are bleflings too, 

If God our fov’reign make them fo. 
4 Happy the man to whom he fends 
Obedient children, faithfui friends t 
How fweet our pai comforts caked 
When they are feafon’d with his love ! 
~ Psatm CXXVII. Common Metre. 

God allinall, 

T° God to build the houfe deny, a aa 


The builders work in vain ; - 

And towns, without his w: 

An ufelefs watch maintain. 

» Before the morning beams. 
Your painful 
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And, till the ftars afcend the fkies, 
Your tirefome toil purfue. 
3 Short be your fleep, and coarfe your fare, 
In vain, till God has bleft ; 
But if his fmiles attend your care, 
You thall have food and reft. 
4 Nor children, relatives, nor friends, 
Shall real bleffings prove, 
Nor all the earthly joys he fends, 
If fent without his love 


Psatm CXXVIII, Common Metre. [>] 
Family bleffings. 
t HAPPY man, whofe foul is fill’d 
With zeal and rev’rend awe ! 
His lips to God their honours yield, 
His life adorns the law. 
2 A careful Providence fhall fland, 
And ever seaad thy head, 
Shall on the labours of thy hand 
Its kindly bleffings fhed. 
3 Thy wife thall be a fruitful vine ; 
Thy children round thy board, 
Each like:a plant of honour fhine, — 
And learn to fear the Lord. 
4 The Lord fhall thy beft hopes fulfil 
For months and years to come; 
The Lord who dwells on Zion’s hill 
Shall fend thee bleffings home. 
§ Thisis the man whofe happy eyes 
Shall fee his houfe increafe, 
Shall] fee the finking church arife, 
Then leave the world in peace. 


Psatm CXXIX. Common Metre. [b] 
a ah paneled " 
I rom my youth, may Ifrael fa 
U Have I been nurs’d - tears ; af 
' My griefs were conftant as the day, 
And tedious as the years. 
2 Up from my youth I bore the rage. 
» Of-all the font of ftrife;  - . 
Oft they affail’d-my riper age, 
But not deftroy'd my life. 


yaad PSALM 130. ' 
3 Their cruel plough had torn my fleth, 
With furrows long and deep, 
Hourly they vex’d my, wounds afreth, 
Nor let my forrows fleep. 


4 The Lord grew angry omhis throne, 
And, with impartial eye, : 
Meafur’d the mifchiefs A had done, 
Then let his arrows fly. 
5 How was their infolence furpris’d 
* "Lo hear his thunders roll ! 
And allthe foes of Zion feiz’d 
“With horror to the fonl! 
6 Thus thall the men that hate the faints 
Be blafted from the fky ; ‘ 
Their glory fades, their courage faints, 
And all their projeéts die. 
7 [What though they flourith tall and fair, 
They have no root beneath ; 
Their growth thall perith in defpair, 
And lie defpis’d in death.J 
8 [So corn, that or the houfe-top ftands, . 
No hope of harveft gives ; 
The reaper ne’er {hall fill his hands, 
Nor binder fold the theaves. 


9 It {prings and withers on the place ; 
No traveller beftows ; 
A word of blefling on the grafs, 
Nor minds it as he goes.} — - * 


Psatm CXXX. Common Metre. [dj 
Pardoning grace. 
i O° of the deeps of long diftrefs, 
The borders of defpair, ©” 
I fent my cries to feek thy grace, 
My groans to move thine ear. 
2 Great God! thould thy feverereye, 


ee sys impartial hand, = ss 
Mark and revenge iniquity oi eee ye - 
No mortal fleth could fland. f files aq ; 
- 3 But there are pardons with my. a 
For crimes of high deg 
53 Ea hath bought them 
draw us near to thee, 


mis 1 
> ‘on “4 ioe 
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4 [I wait for thy falvation, Lord, — ; . 
With @rong defires Irwait 5 
My foul, invited by thy word, 
Stands watching at thy gate.] hal 
5 [Juftas the guards that keep, the night. 
Long for the morning fkies, 
Watch the firft beams of breaking light, 
And meet them with theireyes: © 
6 So waits my foul to fee thy grace, 
And, more intent than they, 
Meets the firft op’nings of thy face, 
And finds a brighter day.} NG ‘ 


7 Then in the Lord let Hrael truff, 


Let Ifrael feek his face ; 
The Lord is gondas well as jutt, 
And plenteous is his grace. 
3 There’s full redemption at his throne r, 
~ For finners long enflav’d 5 
The great Redeemer is his Son, 
And Ifrael fhall be fav’d. ; uy 
Psatm CXXX. Long Metre. Lx] 
Pardoning grace. ie ik . 
t TAROM deepediftre’s and troubled thoughts, | 
To thee, my God, i rais’d my cries! 
If thou feverely mark our faults, * 
No dleth can ftand before thine eyes. 


2 But thou haft built thy throne of grace, + 
Free to difpenfe thy pardons there, , 
That (inners may approach thy face, 

And hope and love as well as fear. ; 

3 Asthe benighted pilgrims wait, 
‘And long and with for breaking day, 
£9 waits my foul before thy gate; 
When will my God his face difplay ? 

4 My truft is fix’d upon thy word, | 
Nor ‘hall I truft thy word in vain ; | erie” 
Let mourning fouls addrefs the Lovd, » 
And find relief from all their pain. > 

5 Great is his love, and large his grace, 
Through the redemption of his Son: 

He turns our feet from finful ways, 
And pardons what our hands have done. 


= 


v' 
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Psatm CXXXI, Common Metre, {hI 
_ Humility and fubmiffion, 
8 7S there ambition in my heart ? 
Search, gracious Go , and fee; 
Or do [ aéta haughty part ? 
Lord, I appeal to thee, 
a I charge my thoughts, be humble ftill, 
nd all my carriage mild, 
Content, my Father, with thy will, 
And quiet as a child, 
3 The patient foul, the lowly mind, 
,Shall have a large reward : 
Let faints in forrow lic refi n’d, 
And truft a faithful tora. 


PSALM CXXXII.5, 13—18. Long Metre. [ x} 

At the fettlement of a church ; or, the ordination of a 
mintfler. ™ 
I Was fhall we go to feek and find 
An habitation for our God, 

A dwelling for th’ eternal mind, 

Amongft the fons of fleth and blood ? 
2 The God of Jacob chofe the hill 

f Zion, for his ancient reft ; 

And Zion is his dwelling fill, 

His church is with his prefence bleft. 

* Here will I fix my gracious throne, - 
oa And reign Soneveean faith the Lord ; 

** Here thall my pow’r and love be known, 

** And bleffings fhall attend my word. 
4 “* Here will I meet the hun ry poor, 
‘* And fill their fouls with living bread : 
** Sinners, that wait before my oor, 
** With {weet provifion fhall be fed. 
** Girded with truth, and cloth’d with grace, 
“€ My priefts, my minifters hall ee Et, 


wv 


‘* Not Aaron, in his coftly drefs, 
** Made an appearance fo divine. pas 
6 “ The faints, unable to contain — 
heir inward joys, f 1 f a 

© The fon of David her 
** And Zion triumph 


PSALM r32. i 221 


7 [8 Jefu* hall fee a num’rous feed 
« Born here, t? uphold his glorious name ; 
«© His crown fhall flourith on his head, 
& While all his foes are cloth’d with fhame.”] 


ele SPARE TIES SOS LAR: CT RE ee AT 
Psatm CXXXII. Common Metre. [x¥] ~ 
Ver. 45 5) 7) 8) 1517+ 
A church eftablifbed. 
t [N° fleep nor flumber to bis eyes 
Good David would affora, 
Till he had found below the fkies 
A dwelling for the Lord. 34 


2 The Lord in Zion plac’d his name, 
His ark was fettled there : 
To Zion the whole nation came 
. To worhip thrice a year. 


3 But we have no fuch lengths to go 
Nor wander far Shrost ; 
Where’er thy {aifits aflemble now, 
There is a houfe for God.) 
iP &-0'8 RK, 
4 Arife, O King of grace, arife, 
And enter to thy reft ! , 
Lo | thy church waits, with longing eyes, 
Thus to be own’d and blett. 
5 Enter, with all thy“glorious train, 
Thy Spirit and thy word ; A 
All that the ark did once contain 
-* Could no fuch grace afford. 


6 Here, mighty God! accept our vows, 
» Here let thy praife be fpread ; 
Blefs the yrange of thy houfe, 
And fill thy poor with bread.  ~ 


4 Here.let the Son of David reign; | te 

Let God's Anointed thine ; fg 
Juftice and truth his court maintain, a“ 

With love and pow’r divine. 


% Here let him hold a Jafting throne, 
And, as his kingdom grows, P 
_ Frefh honours fhall adorn his crown, — 
And shame confound his foes. 


a 2 ae 
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PsatM CXXXIJSI. Common Metre. [XT 
Brotherly love. — 
x bare what an entertaining fight 
Are brethren that agree ! 
+ Brethren, whofe cheerful hearts unite 
In bands of piety ! 4 
2, When ftreams of love, from Chrift the fpring, 
Defcend ta ev’ry foul, 
And heav'nly peace, with balmy wing, 
Shades and bedews the whole : 
3 ’Tis like the ojl, divinely fweet, 
On Aaron’s revtrend head, 
The trickling drops perfum’d his feet, 
And o’er his garments fpread. 
4 ’Tis pleafant as the morning dews — 
That fa)! on Zion’s hill, . 
Where God his mildeft glory thews, 
And makes his grace diftil. oa 


Psaum CXXXII[; Short Metre, (XJ 
Communion of faints; or, love and worpip in a family. 
x LE >T are the. fons of peace, 

Whofe hearts and hopes are one, _ 
Whofe kind dehgns to ferve and pleafe, . 
‘d hrough ali their actions runs 
2 Bleft is the pious houfe 
“Where zeal and friendthip meet, 
Their fongs of praife, their mingled vows, 
_ Make their communion fweet. 
3 Thus, when on Aaron’s head : 
They pour’d the rich perfume, 
The oil through all his raiment fpread, 
_ And pleafure fill’d the room. ’ 
4 Thus on the seep ye gga 
The faints are bleftabove, 9 
Where joy, like morning dew, dif, * . 


s 


+ 


And all the air islove. _ 
’ Psatm CXXXIIIL 
x oO 


Each in their proper 
And each fulfil 


rope’ 
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With fympathifing heart, 
In all the cares of l.fe and love ! 
2 ’Tis like the ointment fhed 
On Aaron’s facrea head, 
Divinely rich, divinely fweet : J , 
The oi) through all the room 
Diffus’d a choice perfume, f : 
Ran through his robes, and bleft his feet. 
3 Like fruitful thow’rs of rain 
That water all the plain, ; 
Defcending from the neighb’ring hills’; 
Such ftreams of pleafure roll | 
Through ev'ry friendly foul, 
Where love like heav’nly dew diftils. 
[ Repeat the firft atx, if neceffary J 


at gh eT eC tats eh en 
PsaumM CXXXIV-+ Common Metre. fx) 
Daily and nighily devotion. 
I E that obey’ th’ immortal King, 
Attend hissholy place ; 
Bow to the glories of his pow’t, 
And blefs his.wondrous grace. 
2 Lift up your hands by morning light, « 
And fena your fouls on high : 
Raife your admiring thoughts by night 
Above the ftarry flty. > 
3 The God of Zion cheers our hearts 
With rays of quick’ning grace; “1 
The God that fpreads the heav’ns abroad 
And rules the fwelling feas. 2 


. Singpaieecneen ee eee, 96 EM ere 6" ae eed SN TS 
PsALM CXXXV. tf Part. Long Metre, Lyd 
* Ves. t—4, 14, 19—21- 
Tire church is God's houfe and care. 
1 PD. AISE ye the Lord ; exalt his name, 


While in his holy courts ye Wait, Hiss 
Ye faints that to his’ houfe belong, 2 ae 


Or ftand attending at his gates: - wi 
2 Praife ye the Lord’; ‘the Lord is good:+  ~ 
To praife his name is fweet employ;, 
Ifrae] he chofe of old, and fill ee ae 
His church is his peculiar joy. 5 
3 The Lord himfelf will judge his faints + 
-” He treats his fervants as his friends : 


er 
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And when he hears their fore complaints, 
Repesits the forrows that he fends. 


4 Through every age the Lord declares 
His name, and breaks th’ oppreffor’s rod ; 
He gives his fuff’ring fervants re ft, 
And will be known Th’ Almighty God, 
§ Blefs ye the Lord, who tafte his love, 
People and priefts, exalt hisname: 
Amongtt his faints he ever dwells ;: 
His church is his Jerufalem. 


Psatm CXXXV. ag Part. Long Metre. [%&} 
er. 5—12 
The works of creation, prvvtieden redemption of If- 
rael, and deftru€tion of enemies, 
t REAT is the Lord, exalted high 
Above all pow’rs, and ev’ry throne : 
Whate’er he pleafe, in earth or fea, ~ 
Or heav’n or hell, his hand hath done. 
2 At his command the vapours rife, 
The lightnings flath, the thunders roar 3 
He pours the rain, he brings the wind 
And tempeft from his airy ftore. , 
3 ’Twas he thofe dreadful tokens fent, 
O Egypt, through thy ftubborn land ; 
When all thy firft-born, beafts and men, 
Fell dead by his avenging hand. 
4 What mighty nations, mighty kings, 
He flew, and their whole country Te 
To Ifrael, whom his hand redeem’d, 
No more to be proud Pharaoh's flave! 
5 His pgfv’r the fame, the fame his grace, 
That faves us from the hofts of hell ; we 
And heav’'n he gives us to poffefs, 
Whence thofe apoftate angels feil. 


Psatm CXXXV. Common Metre. [yx] 
Praife due to God, not toidols, 
1 WAKE, ye faiats, to praife your King, 
Your fweeteft paffions raife, as 
Your pious pleafure, while you ling, € 

, ,, Increafing with the praife. oS ae 
3 Great is the Lord ; and works unknown 

3 7! ’ Rech} 


Are his divine employ; i 
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But (till his faints are near his throne, 
His treafure and his joy. 


3 Heav’n, earth and fea confefs his hand ; 
He bids the vapours rife : ’ 
Lightning and ftorm, at his command, 
Sweep through the founding fkies. 
_ 4 All pow’r, that gods or kings have claim’d, 
Is found with himalone; . 
But heathen gods fhould ne’er be nam’d, 
Where our JEHOvaAH’s known. 
5 Which of the ftocks or {tones they tru 
Can give them thow’rs of rain ? 
In vain they worhip glitt’ring dutt, 
And pray to gold in vain. 
6 [ Their gods have tongues that cannot talk, 
Such as their makers gave : 
Their feet were ne’er delign’d to walk, 
Nor hands have pow’r to fave. 
+ Blind are their eyes, their éars are deaf, 
Nor hear when mortals pray 3 
Mortals that wait for their relief, 
Are blind and deaf as they.J 
8 Ye faints, adore the living God, 
Serve him with faith and fear ; 
He makes the churches his abode, 
And claims your honours there. 


PsatM CXXXVI. Common Metre. [X]} 
God’s wonders of creation, providence, redemption of 
+. Wrarl, and falvation of bis people. 
IVE thanks to God, the fov’reign Lord, 
His mercies (till endure ; 
And be the King of kings ador’d, 
His truth is ever fure. 


2 What wonders hath his wildom done; ~* 
How mighty is his hand ! bf 
Heav’n, earth and fea he fram’d alone: 
How wide is his command ! - : 


3 The fun fupplies the day with light : 
How bright his counfels fine! — 
The moon and ftars adorn the night : 
His works are all divine. © 


226 PSALM 136, 
4 [He ftruck the fons of Eey t dead 5 
How dreadful is his veld Maat Ack 
And thence with joy his people led = 
How gracious isourGod! 
5 Hecleft the {welling fea in two; 
is arm is great in might : yr 
And gave the tribes a paflage through ; 
His pow’r and grace unite. A 
6 But Pharaoh’s army there he drown’d; . 
- How glorious are his ways! 
And hroueht his faints through defert grounds; | 
Eternal be his praife. 
7 Great monarchs fell beneath his hand ; 
Victorious is his fword ; 
While !fr’el took the promis’d land + 
And faithful is his word.} Dee. 
$ He faw the nations dead in fin $ 
He felt his pity move; Vinee 
How fad the ftate the world was in g 3 
How boundlefs was his love ! ae 


9 He fent to fave us from our wo ; 


4 


pee: 


His goodnefs never fails ; 1s ie 
rom death, and hell, and ev’ry foe Bs oasis 
And ftill his grace’ prevails. i (aks ft 


10 Give thanks to God, the heav'nly 
His mercies ftilLendure ; ; 
Let the whole earth his praifesfing ; 
His truth is ever fure. - ; 


Psat CXXXVI. Particular Metre. [ 
5 Give thanks to God snott high, 


‘is pow’r and grace 
Are ttill the fame roo 


ind Jet his nam 


5 
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And ever fure 
Abides thy word. 


-.3 His wifdom fram’d the fun, 


To crown the day with light; 
The moon and twinkling ftars, 
To cheer the darkfome night. 
‘His pow’r and grace 
Are {till the fame ; 
And let his name 
Hay endlefs praife. 


4 [He fmote the firft-born fons, z 
The flow’r of Egypt, dead : fe 
And thence his chofen tribes ' : 
With jay and glory Jed. 

Thy mercy, Lord, 

Shall ftill-endure 3 

And ever fure 

Abides thy word. ; 


§ His pow'rand lifted rod Fs 3 
Cleft. the Red Sea in two, ; 
And for his people made /. 
A wondrous pa(flage through, 

His pow’r and grace f 

Are {till the fame; wy . 
And let his name as pg nae 
Have endlefs praife. 


But cruel Pharaoh there 
With allhis hoft he drown’d 3 
And brought his Iir’el fafe 
Through a long defert ground, Mg 
. hy mercy, Lord, . Phe 

*. Shall ftill endure ; ; ere ees 
And ever {ure : 
Abides thy word. i 

‘ Pausk MTN gr fry 

4 The kings of Canaan fell Beoghss. « 
Beneath his dreadful hand ¢ nae 
While,his own fervants took = 
Poffeflion of theirland. 

_ His pow’rand grace, 
Are ftill the fame; = 
Andlethisname 

eendilels praife,J 
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3 He faw the nations lie 

All perifhing in fin, 

And pity’d the fad ftate 

‘The ruin’d world was in. 
Thy mercy, Lord, 
Shall ftill endure ; 
And ever fre 
Abides:thy word. 


9 Hefenthisonly Son 
To fave us from our wo, 
From Satan, fin, an¢ death, 
And ev’ry hurtful foe. 

His pow’r and grace 
Are ftill the fame ; 
And let his name 
Have endiefs praife. 

to Give thanks aloud to God, 
To God the heav’nly King ¢ 
And let the fpacious earth 
His works and ylories fing. 

Thy mercy, Lord, 
Shall ftill endure ; 
And ever fure_ 

Abides thy word. 


Psatm CXXXVI. Abridged. Lon 
z IVE ta our God immortal pra 
Mercy and truth are all his w 
Wonders of grace to God belong, 


Repeat his mercies in your fong. 


& Give to the Lord of lords renown, _ 


‘ 


a 


ny ila [*] 


ays; 


. 


‘The King of kings with glory crown 3 


His nvercies ever fhal] endure, 
When lords and kings are known 


a He built the earth, he fpread the 


“Repeat his mercies.in your fong. 
4 He fills the fun with morning-li 

He bids the moon direé th nig! 

His mercies ever thall rey 

When funs and moo 
5 The Jews he free 
' And brought. 


ire 
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‘more. 


And fit'd the ftarry lights oa nee: a 
Wonders of grace to God belong, i 
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Wonders of grace to God belong, 
- Repeat his mercies in your fong. 
6 He faw the Gentiles dead in fin, 
And felt his pity work within : 
His mercies ever fhall endure, 
When death and fin fhall reign no more. 
4 He fent his Son with pow’r to fave 
From guilt, and darknefs, and the grave ; 
Wonders of grace to God belong, 
Repeat his mercies in your fong. — 
$ Through this vain world he guides our feet, 
Anda leads us to his heav’nly feat ; 
His mercies ever fhall endure, 
When this vain world fhall be no more. 


Pil nice na Nc a OE 
PsaLM CXXXVIII. “Long Metre. [*] 
Refloring and preferving grace. 
IL ITH all my pow’rs of heart and tongue, > 
Wri praife my Maker in my fong: 
Angels fhall hear the notes I raife, 
Approve the fong, and join the praife. 
a Angels, that make thy church their care, 
Shall witnefs my devotion there, 
While holy zeal directs my eyes 
To thy fair temple in the {kies. } 


3 ‘Vil fing thy truth and mercy, Lord ; 


Vl] fing the wonders os thy. word ; 
Not all thy works and names below, 
Somuch thy pow’r and glory fhow. — 
To God Lery’d when*troubles rofe ; 
He heard me, and fubdu’d my foes 5, 
He did my rifing fears control, aoe 
‘And (trength diffus’d through all my foul. — 
5 The God of heav’n maintains his ftate, 
Frowns on the proud and {corns the great; 
But from his throne defcends to fee # 
The fons of humble poverty... > Re 
6 Amidft a thoufand {nares I ftand, sa 
Upheld and guarded by thy hand 5 
_ Thy words my fainting foul revive, | 
And keep my dying faith alive. . 
7 Grace’will complete what grace begins, 
Te fave from forrows or eters ; 


Be 


ae | oe 
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The work that wifdom undertakes, 
Eternal mercy neer forfakes. 


niceties Se eh 
Psatm CXXXIX. sf Parr Long Metre. [b} 
The ali fecing God, 
I ORD, thou haft fearch'd and feen me thro’ : 
‘Thine eye commands with piercing view 
My ring and my refting hours, 
My heart and Seth, with all their pow’rs. 
2 My thoughts, before they are my own, 
Are to my God diftinétly known; 
He knows the words J mean to fpeak, 
Ere from my op’ning lips they break. 
3 Within thy circling pow’r I ftand; : 
Onev’ry fide I find thy hand : 
Awake, afleep, at home, abroad, 
I am furrounded ft] with God. 
Amazing knowledge, vaft and great! 
‘ What tae extent! what lofty height ! 
My foul, with all the pow’rs I boait, 
Is in the boundlefs profpett loft. 
5 “* O may thefe thoughts poffefs my breaft, 
Where'er I rove, where’er I reft ; 
Nor let my weaker pailions dare =. 
Confent to fin, for God isthere.* ~ 
5 Pausel. 


6 Could I fo falfe, fo faithlefs prove, . » 

'o quit thy fervice,and thy love, sy 
Where, Lord, could I thy prefence fhun, © 
Or from thy dreadful glory run? 

7 Ifup to heav’n I take my flight, 
"Tis there thou dwell’ft enthron’d in light ; 
Or dive to hell, there vengeance reigns, 
And Satan groans beneath his chains. ye 

8 If, mountedonamorningray, = 

Hy beyond the weltern fea, 
Thy fwifter hand would firf arrive, ~~ 
And there arreit thy fugitive. 


9 Or fhould I try toMhun thy 6 


' Beneath the fpreading veil of nighe, Rees oS 

One lance of thing, one pie “i gray, ve oe 

Would kindle darknefs inte days © a 
of ctay ie setts Pe + 


“> 


_ os ne ae 


= yiehan a’ Ai, Y- 
PSALM 145, 239°) 
The men that hear my facred fong 


Shall join their cheerful voice. 
4 Fathers to fons hall teach thy name, 
And children learn. thy ways ; 
ges to come thy truth proclaim, 
And nations found thy praife. 
5 Thy glorious deeds of ancient date 
Shall through the world be known: 
Thine arm of pow’r, thy heav’nly ftate, 
With public fplendour thown. 
6 The world is manag’d by thy hands ; 
Thy faints are rul’d by love; 
And thine eterna] kingdom ftands, 
Though rocks and hills remove. 


De I — 
PsaLM CXLV. 2d Pare: Common Metre. ox] 
Ver..7, &c. ie 
The goodne/s of God. 
xr QWEET is the mem’ry of thy prace, ; 
My God, my heae’nly King F 
Let age to age thy righteoufnefs 
In fongs of glory fing. 
2 God reigns on high; but ne’er confines 
“His goodnefs to the fkies ; 
Through the whole earth his bounty thines, 
And ev’ry want fupplies. 7 
3 With longing eyes thy creatures wait 
On thee for daily food : 
Thy lib’ral hand provides their meat, af 
And fills their mouths with good. f 
4 How kind are thy compaffions; Lord } 
How flow thine anger moves} 
But foon he fends his pard’ning word 
~  Tocheer the fouls he loves. — sy at 
5 Creatures, with all their endlefs race, Se reer, ae 
ia pow’r and praife proclaim; ; 
But faints, that tafte thy richer grace, 
Delight to blefs thy name. ; Sa 
Psatm CXIV, 34 Part. Common. {¥%) | 
y - 44,17, &. - 2 ae 
753 or,God hearing prayey, © 
thy goodnefs {peak, . 
a Lord of all 5 ai 


# 


Metre, 
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240° } < PSALM 146. | : % Wee ge 
Thy ftrength’ning hands u hold the weak, ° ; 
And raife the poor that fall. 
2 When forrow bows the fie down, - ae j 
"Or virtue lies diftrefs’ bate : 


_ Beneath fonte proud oppreffor’s frown, 
Thou giv’t the mourners reft. =, 


3 The Lord fupports our tott’ring days, 
And guides our giddy youth : a 
Holy and juft are all his ways, 
And all his words are truth. y 
& He knows the pain his fervants feel, afi 
He hears his children cry, =. 
And, their beft withes to fulfl, .. 9.4) 
His grace is ever nigh. Aa, Bet 2 , 
§ His mercy never fhall remove eae ae 
From men of heart fincerét 9 
He faves the fouls, whofe humble love =. 
Is join’d with holy fear. ee 
¢ [His ftubborn foes his fword fhallflayy, =. 
And pierce their hearts with pain 5 : 
But none that ferve the Lord fhall fay, _ 
“‘ They fought his aid in vainie*} > ee 
% [My lips thall dwell upon his pe : 
And {pread his fame-abroad; 
Let all the fons of Adam raife 
The honours of their God.J 


éseues = 
te 


1 PRAISE ye the Lord ; 
¢ In works fo pleafant, sa 
Now while the fleh is mine abode, 
And when my foul afcends to God. 
-g Praife thall employ my nobleft 
While immortality endures: 
My days of praife thall ne’er be pe 
While life and thought and being 


3 Why fhould T make > man my t 
( Princes mutt die and turn to dutt 
Their Haba oie oh 
* ghts all. 


